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“‘Boy, that’s good !’’ Just leave it to any young 
j fellow who’s “going places”’ to tell you what’s good 
... There’s something about the sparkling flavor of 
Campbell’s Tomato Soup, and its delightful smooth- 
ness, and bright, inviting color, that’s a bit difficult to 
describe. But ‘‘Boy, that’s good!”’ says it all. 


Here’s a soup with a flavor so distinctive it has never 
been equalled —a flavor that has made it the world’s 
most popular of al/ soups. It begins with an exclusive 
recipe, specially-grown tomatoes, the best-grade table 
butter, and sprightly seasonings used just so. But why 
attempt to go into detail—when tasting beats telling, 
every time ? 


Serve this head-of-the-list favorite for lunch or sup- 
per tomorrow. It’s a soup that everyone will thorough- 
ly enjoy—and, it’s ready in the wink of an eye. 


LOOK FOR THE RED- 
AND-WHITE 
LABEL 


When school is out, 
Straight home I'll go— 

For Campbell’s Soup 
That helps me grow! 






‘ dim i i, a 
MADE IN CANADA BY THE CAMPBELL SOUP COMPANY LTD, NEW TORONTO, ONTARIO 
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Craftsmanship 


Greatest of all the great 
Florentine artists of the six- 
teenth century, Michelangelo 
combined consummate 
artistry with a versatile 
craftsmanship which still 
amazes the world. He is pic- 
tured here with a sculpture 
of his distinguished patron, 
Lorenzo die Medici. Crafts- 
manship, ageless as genius, 
links the past to the present, 


















Artistic Triumph of “Master Crafts’ Cabinet 


In Westinghouse Radio for 1938 the artistry 
of the designer is combined with the skill 
of the world’s foremost radio engineers. 

Its beauty of cabinet work delights the eye. 

Its fidelity of tone recreates the distant 
program in vivid realism. 

Its balanced power reaches around the 
world to bring in stations from foreig2 lands 
you’ve longed to hear. 

Its super-selectivity is specially designed to 
pick out the program you want in spite of the 
crowded broadcasting conditions of today. 


Its new ease and accuracy of tuning are 
further enhanced by the Cathode Ray Tuning 


Eye; slow-motion Vernier Tuning; Color- 
lighted “Atlas of the Air” Dial; and colored 
Wave-band Indicator. 

Only when you see and hear these vital 
advancements . . . together with such sen- 
sational new features as Automatic ‘‘Push- 
Button” Tuning . . . Remote Control... 
Orthocoustic Tone Chamber . . . can you 
realize the extent to which Westinghouse 
has advanced the enjoyment of radio. 

You can own a Westinghouse ‘‘ Master Crafts 
Radio at no more than the price of an ordinary set 
..» Visit your Westinghouse dealer, and see 
these newest developments—21 models to 
choose from... both A.C. and Battery types. 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE CO, LIMITED— Head Office and Factories: HAMILTON, ONTARIO 
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Hours for her lovely hands — 
Not a minute for her tender gums 


How often such neglect leads to real 
dental tragedies ... give your gums the 
benefit of Ipana and Massage. 


6¢ CVUCH LOVELY HANDS,” her friends rapturously 
S exclaim. And why not? Why shouldn’t they 
be the envy of others, for she lavishes hours 
of time and patience upon them. 

But just look at her smile—her dull, dingy, 
unlovely smile—then watch how quickly her 
beauty fades, how her charm disappears. 

Shocking, yes—but shockingly true! Yet 
she is like so many thousands of other girls 
who might have possessed a radiant smile— 


a good tooth paste, 
like a good dentist, 
is never a luxury. 


who might have had bright, sparkling teeth— 
had she only learned the importance of care 
of the gums. What a price to pay for neglect 
—what a pity she failed to heed nature’s warn- 
ing, “pink tooth brush”, 


Don’t Neglect “Pink Tooth Brush’ 


Should your tooth brush flash that tinge of 
“pink,” see your dentist at once! He is the man 
to advise you. Very often he’ll place the blame 
on our modern menus—soft, creamy foods 
that deprive the gums of exercise and work. 
And usually his verdict will be, “Strengthen 
those gum walls with harder, chewier 
foods”— and, as many dentists suggest, “the 
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helptul stimulation of Ipana and massage”. 

For Ipana, with massage, is especially de- 
signed to help gums as well as keep teeth 
sparklingly bright. Massage a little extra 
Ipana into your gums each time you brush 
your teeth. Gradually, as circulation in- 
creases within the gums, they become 
firmer, healthier, more resistant. 

Don’t take chances—don’t wait for that 
tinge of “pink” to appear on your tooth 
brush. Try Ipana and massage and see how 
sparkling, how lovely, how much more 
attractive your smile can be—a smile that 
will be your proud possession for the years 
to come. 
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One of the Buckingham Palace garden parties that were highlights of the festivities. 


Canada Calling . . . 
Thank You, England 


WERE sitting around the long table in the 
reading room of Canada House in London, seven 
strangers with heads bent over the latest Cana- 
dian papers dated a week old. Intent, we con- 

centrated on home town news, oblivious of the sunshine 
streaming in the tall windows and the view of grey and 
silver pigeons circling Nelson’s monument, high above the 
traffic of Trafalgar Square. 

Presently the little woman in navy blue, who had been 
engrossed in an account of a Buckingham Palace reception 
as told in a Manitoba paper, looked up and remarked to no 
one in particular. ‘They certainly have been grand to 
us ” 


In no time at all the seven were giving their particular 
versions of adventures amid the hospitality of the Enzlish 
and unanimously agreeing that “Something should be 
done”’ to say ““Thank You”’ to hosts who have entertained 
10,000 Canadians, 20,000 Australians, to say nothing of 
South Africans, Indians and New Zealanders at parties day 
after day for over two months, just as a matter of course. 

The stories were as varied as the company. We included 
a trim schoolteacher from British Columbia on a tour; a 
tall lanky student from Western University taking a 
course; a sandy-haired member of a debating team from the 
Maritimes; a dapper under-secretary from Ottawa attached 
to the Imperial Conference staff; the little woman in navy 
who turned out to be an official’s wife from Winnipeg; a 
pretty debutante, and a wandering reporter. 

The little woman in navy (with gardenia) “simply 
couldn’t get over” the reception to which she had been 
invited at Londonderry House. “‘It is supposed to be the 


most perfect house in London and Lady Londonderry has 
been a political hostess for years, but even so, the magni- 
ficence of it all . . .”” was beyond anything she had ever 
imagined. Her words stumbled excitedly after each other 
as she told of going up a great marble staircase behind four 
Indian princes in gala crimson uniforms with jewels ‘‘worth 
a king’s ransom”’ sparkling in their turbans. 

The gleaming decorations of the foreign diplomats, the 
diamond tiaras and necklaces of the Englishwomen had 
evidently dazzled the little woman from the prairies, but it 
was the jewels worn by her hostess that had left her gasping. 
“There were three brooches with amethysts over two 
inches wide surrounded by wide filigree work in diamonds 
and she wore a high diamond tiara. These had all been 
given to an ancestor of the family by a Russian Czar. We 
just couldn’t keep our eyes off them.’’ She paused for 
breath. ‘‘We had a good look, for we waited in the receiving 
line while Lady Londonderry talked to a small boy. Some- 
one said he was a minor Sultan aged eleven. Afterward 
she told us that he seemed so shy and young to come to a 
formal evening reception, so she asked him what he would 
really like to do and mind you . . . she arranged to go with 
him to the zoo the next day... .” 


“THAT IS just it’ the trim schoolteacher from the West 
chimed in. ‘‘The day we went to Stratford-on-Avon we 
found them the same. . .” 

Probably small pupils in a public school in British 
Columbia will hear the complete account of a finished 
production of a Shakespeare play at Stratford’s Memorial 
Theatre. Around the table we received a vivid impression 
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So say ten thousand thrilled 
Canadians back from the 
Coronation celebrations 


By MOLLIE McGEE 


of a dream realized and a day that will be remembered long 
after the trim teacher has corrected her last examination 
per. 

It had all begun so simply. She received an invitation 
through an Overseas Club stating: ‘““An Englishwoman 
would like to entertain overseas visitors who wish to visit 
the Shakespeare Theatre on a certain Tuesday.”” The 
teacher took the train from Paddington and found when 
she arrived at a small station called Campden, she was one 
of a party of twelve with Australians and South Africans. 
Cars driven by hospitable Gloucester women met the train 
and took the party to tour the old town and its church 
built in Norman times, and completed by wool merchants 
from Ghent. Then with imaginations aglow with the 
romance of early English history, they had driven out 
through lovely green country to their hostess’s home, a 
quiet old grey stone house set on the side of a hill, in a 
garden massed with gold, blue and purple blooms. 

Friends from the countryside had been asked to meet the 
visitors and lunched with them from a buffet in an oak- 
panelled hall. One was a young officer home on leave from 
India’s North frontier—a deceptively tailored young man, 
who turned out to have had amazing adventures, and 
brought the trim teacher ice cream on the stairs. 

She spoke of the white swans that floated under willow 
branches by the Avon; of the perfect colorings of costumes 
in “As You Like It’’; but it was easy to see her prize story 
to tell of the day, will be of how her hostess stopped her car 
at a tiny house in “Scholars’ row’’ on the way from the 
theatre and asked “‘Wally” Walpole, brother of novelist 
Hugh, to show her guests over the grammar school where he 
teaches languages. They had rambled over the early Tudor 
buildings that are off the usual tourist track and are where 
Shakespeare once went to school in rooms upstairs while 
his father led arguments at Guild meetings in their 
assembly hall downstairs. 

It was evident the trim teacher had had to summon all 
her courage to dash for the London train. ‘As I thanked 
my hostess I mentioned the excellent seats in the theatre 
and asked if they were difficult to get,” she told us. “My 
hostess explained she had reserved them in March and I 
just didn’t know what to answer when she said that she had 
been planning and looking forward to our visit for such a 
longtime. . .” 


“SOMETIMES IT IS embarrassing,” the sandy-haired 
debater from the Maritimes agreed. “They gave me a 
valet and I’d never even seen one except in the movies 
before. You see when we arrived we were billeted with 
hostesses who had offered to entertain the overseas teams. 
I was sent to a huge house on {Continued on page 59} 
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Cool off with CANADA Dry 


775 GINGERVATING- 


There’s nothing like an ice-cold bottle of Canada Dry to refresh and revive you on a 
hot day. It’s not only delicious, it’s a drink with a reason, 













Vit PICKS YOU UP 


V SUPPLIES QUICK ENERGY 
/ V AIDS DIGESTION 


SOOTHES AND REFRESHES 
V INWARDLY 


In other words... 


"7S GINGERVATING 


... the only ginger ale in the world made by the famous 
Dr. Lloyd “Liquid Ginger” Process 


The one process that captures a// the elusive flavour, the 
delicate aroma, the wholesome stimulating qualities of 
pure, natural ginger. (The patented Lloyd Process is owned 
by Canada Dry and cannot be used by anyone else.) 


So drink Canada Dry anytime of day 
—it’s good for you. Enjoy its wonder- 
ful flavour that’s neither too sweet 


* nor too dry...its delicious thirst- 
quenching sparkle. Keep it ice-cold 
in the refrigerator. Serve it with 
meals. Give the children all the 
Canada Dry they want. And try it 
with other beverages—you'll find it 
always blends smoothly. 


To BE SURE you'll have a plentiful supply for the entire 
family, buy Canada Dry in the handy home cartons. They save you money, 


contain four large family size bottles or six regular 12 oz. bottles. 


CANADA DRY 


“The Champagne of Ginger Ales” 
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A MAGAZINE FOR CANADIAN 


MEN WON'T 
ADMIT IT 


There's a general idea that suc- 
cessful men like to murmur senti- 
mentally: "| owe all that | have 
achieved to the little woman." Yet if any man, ques- 
tioned on the secret of his happy marriage, were to 
say: “It's all due to my wife’ — most women who 
heard him would drop in their tracks from shock. 
Yet Dr. Anne B. Fisher, who is going to have an 
effect upon thousands and thousands of homes with 
the publication of her book, "Live With a Man — 
and Love It!" believes that the success of a mar- 
riage is largely due to the wife. 

She bases her assertion on the searching study 
she has made of the psychology of marriage. For 
many years she specialized in clinics for unhappy 
wives — and so prepared the material for this book, 
on a definite research in human lives. No wonder 
the book publishers predict that this will be one of 
the triumphs of the season. No wonder "Chatelaine" 
is proud to present another serial scoop for you to 
enjoy first in our pages! 


THE INSTITUTE 
HAS ITS FACE 
LIFTED .... 


And the exciting story is told 
in beautiful full-colored illustra- 
tions begining on page 37. Your 
Chatelaine Institute was the first 
housekeeping centre of its kind to be established in 
Canada. Since its installation in the busy office 
building where "Chatelaine" is edited and published 
the Chatelaine Institute has served thousands upon 
thousands of Canadian women, manufacturers, 
teachers and students, let alone the husbands of the 
land who have benefitted from the home-making 
lessons their wives have learned from this practical 
centre! The rooms, as modernized in the 1937 man- 
ner, are beautiful, and the illustrations in color will 
give you a new understanding of their charm. Be 
sure to read Helen Campbell's descriptions of the 
exciting life that goes on in the Institute. 


CHATELAINE Throughout the summer, any- 
SPEAKS FOR where one went, there was an en- 
CANADA ..._ thusiast back from England, re- 


counting to an envious group the 
wonderful hospitality and thrilling experiences of 
this Coronation year. Mollie McGee, the young 
Canadian scsenilia who dashes over to England 
when anything particularly exciting is going on, was 
there for the Coronation, of course. Many of you 
commented on the helpfulness of her description of 
the event in the May Chatelaine. But since the 
actual Coronation, Canadian visitors, in company 
with those from other parts of the British Empire, 
have been having a marvellous time in England. 
Seven Canadians one afternoon chatted about it 
in Canada House. Mollie McGee sensed the drama 
behind these individual experiences, which reflected 
those of thousands of others. Her article, “Canada 
Calling — Thank You, England,” has a vivid interest 
for all those of you who went across — and those of 
you who wanted to. 
Incidentally it's interesting to know that ‘Canada 
Calling Great Britain" is the title of a booklet 


published by the Canadian High Commissioner in 
London, which tells the story of a planned and co- 
ordinated campaign to sell more Canadian prod- 
ucts in the British Isles, 


THREE SEARCH 
FOR TRUTH 


We've grouped three power- 
ful short stories together this 
month. In each of them — with 
utterly different settings and moods — someone is 
trying to answer a puzzling question. Read "Thor- 
oughbred," by Helen Daniels Chidester, a ''Chate- 
laine" favorite. You'll meet Austin Sinclair, who 
made a fool of himself, so his brother said, over a 
silly little night club dancer. Yet what really lay 
behind his action? Finding reality is cruelly hard for 
Austin as it is for most of us. 

"The Promise Beyond," by Charles Grayson, takes 
you from the decadent night club to the primitive 
jungles of India, where Edith Avery is struggling to 

elp natives who do not want her help. Was her 
work worth while? Or was she really wasting her 
time? Mr. Grayson doesn't give a definite answer. 
It's up to you to decide. 

Finally you travel to the end of life with Judith 
Winton in a story you may not like — ''May Baskets 
for Judith." Andrina Iverson always writes some- 
thing that is very different from the usual type of 
fiction. Her portrait of the weary Judith searching 
down through the years of her life for a justification 
of her unselfishness is a haunting one. But I'll predict 
that for every one who does not like this, there will 
be a dozen who'll find in it a fresh emotional 
experience, 


WHEN There'll be another sensational 
OCTOBER scoop for "Chatelaine" — the serial 
COMES presentation in Canada of Lady 


Cynthia Asquith's delightful book, 
"The King's Daughters."" Not only is this book to be 
published as one of the major events of this fall, an 
intimate and engrossing story of the little princesses, 
but many of the photographs which illustrate it were 
taken by His Majesty King Geoge VI — and were 
loaned to "Chatelaine" with his gracious permission, 
for publication in Canada. It's a thrilling feature — 
at are be enchanted with the family pictures 
taken by the King himself. 

Someone seldom heard about is brought into the 
spotlight next month — the father of a bride. It 
took Leslie Gordon Barnard, of Montreal, the new 
president of the Canadian Authors Association, to 
perform the feat of pushing not only the bride's 
mother but the bride herself into an attractive back- 
ground against which he portrays the arresting story 
of the man who gave the bride away. 

October, too, is to be our big style issue for fall 
and winter fashions — so you'd be well advised to 
be among those present, 


Burns fps Sends 
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Chatelaine’s Who's Who 


H. NAPIER MOORE, Editorial Director 

BYRNE HOPE SANDERS, Editor, 

LOTTA DEMPSEY, Associate Editor. 

HELEN G. CAMPBELL, Director, Chatelaine Institute. 
FRANCES M. HUCKS, Aasistant Institute Director. 
HAROLD ELDRIDGE, Art Editor, 


N. ROY PERRY, Business Manager. 
kK. B. HARSHAW, Advertising Manager. 


In this Issue is: 





ANNE B. FISHER, whose book, “Live 
With a Man—and Love It," begins its 
serial publication this month. 


Coming ! 





LESLIE GORDON BARNARD, of 
Montreal, a favorite CHATELAINE 
contributor, has a 
scheduled for the October issue 

featuring father of a beautiful bride. 


notable story 










He—a Sinclair—strode across the dance floor and, without 
conscious thougnt, punched the unknown drunk in the face, 
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recalled that fact unhappily. His existence was bounded by walls created from having been 
born with a gold spoon in his mouth. The fundamental principles that formed the basis 
of his family’s life were tiresome, but the best. There were things one did and did not do; 
there were people one knew and did not know; there were women one married and did not marry. 

His parents died when he was in his teens. When he was twenty-one, he left his eldest brother’s 
house to live in an apartment high above the city. As a bachelor he was distinctly eligible but not 
vainglorious. 

A secret shyness made the thing that he had done the night before incomprehensible to all, most 
especially to himself. 

In the cold light of morning he viewed his conduct morosely. He had made a fool of himself. 
One of his brothers had told him so, over the telephone, before he had arisen. A columnist in a 
morning edition had made gay comment on the subject. However, while impulse had run away 
with conservatism, it did not follow that his day should be ruined. 

Austin turned to his desk. He enjoyed his work, the carrying-on of a fortune started generations 
ago. He liked the office, his great-great-great-grandfather’s portrait at his back, the soft rug at his 
feet, the panelled walls. Not the luxury of it particularly, for a Sinclair had done without luxury 
in every war; but he, as did his brothers, held close what it represented of respectability and a Figh 


living. 


aprre SINCLAIR’S life from infancy had been cut to tradition, and this morning he 








VLA MAES 
LOWELIEST MODELS 


1M SO THRILLED! YOU MEAN 
TODAY iM GOING 

TO INTERVIEW SOME 

OF THE WORLO’S 

LOVELIEST WOMEN 

ON THEIR PERSONAL 


PREFERENCES. 


TELL ME, MISS BRADY, WHAT TOOTH 
PASTE DO YOU USE TO KEEP YOUR 
TEETH SO PERFECT... WHY YOU LIKE 
ay HOW LONG YOU'VE BEEN USING, 
tT to 4 


YOU MODELS ARE MORE CRITICAL OF 
TOOTH PASTES THAN ANY WOMEN 
BRAND 


IN THE WORLD. WHICH 
00 YOU PREFER, 


Miss GREEN? 





pe the tooth paste they use and you 
too can have the flashing teeth of 
NewYork glamour girls. Perhaps the tooth 
aste you use is too harsh or too soapy. 
not lay it aside and try Listerine 
Tooth Paste, the dentifrice that so many 
professional beauties in New York studios 
call their Beauty Bath for teeth? 
“Its wonderful cleansers seem dainty as 
gossamer,” says one who is photographed 


NEVER SEEN SUCH 
GORGEOUS, GLAMOROUS — 
GIRLS, WITH SUCH 
ENTRANCING TEETH. 


YOU SAIO IT. IF THEIR 

TEETH ARENT PERFECT 

THEY DONT STAND A 
CHANCE. 90% OF ALL PHOTO- 
GRAPHS REQUIRE SMILES. 


AND MISS BRADY REPLIED: 


| FIND LISTERIN 

PASTE IS BEST FOR 
KEEPING TEETH REALLY / 
WHITE AND GLEAMING 


* 


AND MISS GREEN ANSWERED 
Rial Mme el o6] 400 ben y LG ae 
Pee we9 


LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE! 


PUSE IT THAT | HEEDED THEIR 
ADVICE AND USE IT MYSELF 


at least a dozen times a day. 
“T like the wonderful flash it gives toteeth 
and the delightful feeling of freshness it 
imparts to the mouth,” reports another. 
“T’m a working girl and the fact that the 
big tube lasts me from two to three months 
ismighty important news,” declaresathird. 
“Most of the models I know use it,” 
continues a fourth. “It seems to give the 
flash and lustre the studios demand.” 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY (CANADA) LTD., Toronto, Ont. 


PE iR iG. 
PEEAN 


17, POUND 


of tooth paste 
in the 


double-size tube 


Z tty 


Kegqular Size Tube 23: 
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Canada's first women pilot's club, “The Flying Seven,” of Vancouver, B.C., 

lined up by one of the planes at the Sea Island Airport ready for a workout. 

They're all private pilots, and Elianne Roberge and Margaret Fane have 

commercial pilot licenses. From left to right they are: Miss Jean Pike, Miss 

Tosca Trasolini, Mrs. E. Flaherty, Mrs. Frank Gilbert, President; Miss Elianne 
Roberge, Miss Margaret Fane and Miss Rolie Moore. 


The FE; lying Seven 


They've earned their right to take to the skies by saving out of 
weekly pay cheques and by showing that they're serious about 


this business of flying. 


by EVELYN CALDWELL 


* 


“THE FLYING SEVEN.” That’s what 
they call themselves because they’re the 
first women pilots’ club in Canada. And al- 
though there are just seven of them now, 
you never can tell. ‘The Ninety-Nine 
Club”’ of women aviators started with that 
number in the United States and today it 
has 600 members. 

Most of them are business women in 
Vancouver who have obtained their pri- 
vate pilot’s licenses, and two of them have 
their commercial licenses. Tests for both 
are strict in British Columbia. The candi- 
dates, among other feats, have to take the 
plane solo to a height of 5,000 feet, then 
spin on both sides and glide down to a 
marked spot in the field. 

They have to form five figure 8’s and 
rise to 1,500 feet four times to make four 
spot landings. They must land with no 
bouncing and must pass certain theoretical 
navigation and mechanical tests. 

There are only four women in all of 
Canada holding commercial licenses. Two 
of them are Miss Elianne Roberge, a 
French girl, and Miss Margaret Fane. 
Both work in business offices in Vancouver. 
The former began to fly in Montreal seven 
years ago, and the latter studied in Edmon- 
ton, formerly her home town. Both have 
soloed the 100 hours necessary for a com- 
mercial license. 

The other five have completed their 
twenty-five hours solo flying necessary for 
private pilot licenses. And it hasn’t been 
as simple as just going out to the Sea 
Island Airport and saying, “‘My plane, 
James.”” Because none of them own their 
own. The president, Mrs. Frank Gilbert, 
who is the vivacious French wife of a com- 
mercial English pilot, used to fly the small 
plane she and her husband owned for 
several years. They look forward to having 
another this year. She’s never crashed, 
and once she made a successful forced 
landing when a connecting rod discon- 


nected. But with all the club members, the 
business of qualifying for their licenses has 
been a question of working in time before 
and after jobs; saving bits here and there 
out of weekly pay cheques, foregoing lux- 
uries and perhaps comforts, in order to 
pay the high hourly rates, 

Tosca Trasolini, for instance, is a steno- 
grapher in office hours. But before and 
after she has the glamorous post of secre- 
tary of The Flying Seven. Then there’s 
Rolie Moore. The phone book lists her as 
living in the suburbs of Vancouver, with 
her parents. But there are hours when you 
couldn’t reach her on the line . . she’s 
concentrating on stunt flying. She visited 
England last summer, taking a number of 
planes up in the British Isles with marked 
success. 

Mrs. E. Flaherty combines an outstand- 
ing business career as departmental mana- 
ger and buyer in a large Vancouver store 
with equally outstanding activities at the 
airport. Jean Pike is associated with her 
brother in a correspondence school for 
aviation. She got her private permit under 
his supervision. 

The members all say they want their 
licenses because they want to fly. Not just 
because it seems a smart thing to do, to 
get them. They intend to retain them by 
qualifying each term. 

You'll probably recall the history they 
made in aviation circles when they held 
the first Canadian dawn-to-dusk women’s 
aerial relay. Without loss of a single 
moment, they relieved each other in suc- 
cession to keep a plane in the air. It was 
following this momentous achievement 
that they formed their club. They hope 
women in other Canadian cities will follow 
suit. 

“Aviation is one field in which women 
have entered on the ground floor,” is their 
idea of the whole business, ‘‘and we intend 
to rise with it.” 
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“You must. You'll be really sick, if you are not careful.” 

“Say—ay, twenty-four hours in bed. Guess I'll go to 
California, or maybe Italy.”’ 

Austin laughed. 

She grinned, childishly pleased, slipped an icy hand over 
his, gloved. 

“T can’t lose my job. I might as well laugh about it. I’m 
all in—that’s sure. But tomorrow’s another day.” 

“Better lose your job than your life.” 

She smiled, and he knew that it cost her something. 

“Did you ever hear about the girl who was as pure as 
snow, but she drifted. That’d be me—jobless. I’d have to 
drift to eat. Well,” matter-of-factly, “thanks for the lift. 
I’m going to get some sleep now,” and, before he could 
catch his breath, she was up the steps. key in the door. A 
wave, an instant’s flash of light, a long, steep stair. She 
was gone. ° 


AND THAT had been last night, finis written to a silly 
chapter. Today he shrugged well-built shoulders in per- 
fectly fitting coat, pressed hard on a button for his secretary 
whose deference in taking dictation was soothing. Maybe 
she did not read the columnist and, if she had, she did not 
so much as glance at him. He thought vaguely of a raise in 
salary. The telephone rang, and the secretary answered it, 
handed it over. 

Nathalie’s soft voice had never before created within him 
this surge of irritation. Assured, she sounded. In bed, of 
course. The life of a cat fed on cream. With a start, he 
came back to what she was saying. 

“Humphreys saw you. Really—” not so plaintive now, 
‘you've disappointed me. Of course, Humphreys would 
try to see her. I thought better of you.”’ 

So he was a little boy taken to task. Changing her 
manner, she continued: 

“Come to dinner, Austin. We'll forget it.” 

“Busy tonight. I’m sorry,” crisply. 

“I believe you’re a liar, my dear. Yet my friendship 
extends even that far.” 

The click of the telephone. He scowled, then looked 


around for his secretary. She always stayed unless he dis- 
missed her. She was gone. So she had read the column. 

His firm mouth grew firmer, crinkly hair rumpled. 
Work—lots of it. He’d pitch in, yet he had plenty of 
money. Strange how one wanted more. 

He walked to the window, gazed over the city, but what 
he saw was bare legs sold for inspection nightly. That was 
work. He turned to his great-great-great-grandfather’s 
portrait. 

“Conceited old fool,’’ he thought. 

That for his attire, his smug smile, his beringed fingers. 
The Sinclair who had been knighted by a king, whose 
painting each member of the family had fought to possess, 
reaching a compromise by placing it in the building that 
bore his name. Austin studied the face. He may have been 
brave, but he looked like a sap. 

That night he refused three invitations in order to be 
alone. He would go away. After all, he was but a cog ina 
machine even if he did bear the Sinclair name. He had 
never felt so futile. Why had he ever thought he was much? 
It was depressing and bred loneliness. Had he been a 
woman, he would have wept for comfort, but, when the 
telephone rang, he debated answering. 

“I’m sorry, Austin,’’ the soft voice came, “‘to interrupt 
your busy evening.” 

Nathalie’s way not to say “hello,” to assume that he 
would know her. 

“Humphreys is out,’”’ she continued. ‘I’m indigo blue. 

Come over, pretty please, with sugar on it.” 

So that was why she had wanted him for dinner. 

“I’m sorry, Nathalie, but I’ve an awful cold—in my 
chest now. I’m in bed.” 

Her tone maddening, drawling. 

“You're a liar again. I heard the grandfather’s clock 
strike in your library. You're in there.” 

A muscle twitched in his cheek. 

“Oh, I know very well,’’ the voice clipped on. ‘‘You're 
quite smitten with that little dancer you befriended. You're 
being a Galahad. You're going out with her. Well?’’ at his 
silence. 





She was the first person who had ever really needed 
him, Austin realized. “Please God," he found him- 
self saying, "She's so little. So young." 





“If I am,” he replied unexpectedly, ‘“‘why shouldn’t I?” 

For the second time that day, she clicked the receiver in 
his ear. For the second time, it did not matter. 

This was as bad as being married, a sort of espionage, 
worse even than loneliness. He walked the floor, Nip, the 
terrier, following sad-eyed. He had sought peace, quiet. It 
was gone, and why? Because Nathalie had put an idea in 
his head, had defeated her own purpose. 

Thirty minutes later, he was in the restaurant to find 
that he had just missed a performance. It meant an 
interminable wait in heat that could be cut with a knife, 
but now he felt stubborn as he watched gyrating couples. 
Two women smiled, and he glanced away. 

The performance at last came on, the same as last night. 
He found himself almost eager, but, when the pony stunt 
appeared, it was led by a blonde, whose arms were plump 
and age uncertain. Through the whole thing, he waited, 
but, at the end, no wisplike giri, with slightly slanting eyes, 
dancing with savage gaiety despite aching nerves and 
muscles. She must be very ill. He continued to sit at his 
table, a well-set-up man of the world, apparently with no 
concern in life, but worry nagged at him. How Nathalie 
would laugh. He did not blame her, but he could not 
laugh. 

Enquiries brought nothing. 

“No, sir, she’s not here tonight.” 

“But why?” 

“Can’t say, sir.” 

“The manager. Where is he?” 

“Not here tonight, sir.”’ 

‘Well, doesn’t anyone here know anything?” 

“No, sir.” 

Out again into the city’s biting wind. Home should lok 
pretty good, after this silly quest, but his car was nosed in 
the opposite direction. What had got into him? Did he 
fancy himself a Galahad as Nathalie said? 

He found himself again before the shabby house whose 
neighborhood once had been peopled with smart, moral 
folk like his own. He smiled grimly, finding his humor of a 
new variety. {Continued on page 55} 
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And that was the crux of the whole thing, respectability 
and right living. And now it would be said he had been in a 
brawl in a purple-tinged night club. 

He forgot work in wondering why he had been persuaded 
to go out at all. He had had a cold, was comfortable before 
his own fire, when the telephone rang. 

Like wax they had molded him, jests about his thirty 
years, his bachelor state and selfishness, each taking a turn, 
then Nathalie came. 

“Please, Austin. We need an extra man for Lucy. If you 
don’t come, our evening’s ruined.’”” Then the whisper, 
“Mine anyway.” 

When he reached Humphreys Ferris’s house, he:found the 
party ready to drive back to the city. That he had sneezed 
all the way into the suburbs was no concern of theirs. They 
greeted him with shouts, then forgot him, all except 
Nathalie, wl > came close. 

“I'm sorry they want to go to that club, but look at 
Humphreys.” 

He looked. It was evident that Humphreys was set for 
an evening. 

“Don’t be cross,” she laid a hand on his arm, and her 
charm was definite, appealing. ‘But you can’t stop him 
now.” 

So he smiled. He had wanted terribly to marry Nathalie 
once but Humphreys had been bigger game. He supposed 
it was that, because Nathalie had cried when she told him 
he was to be their best man. 

The night club they found more pretentious than those 
more exclusive. The polished floor was large, surrounded 
by tables glowing with soft lights. Music played, without 
cessation. It had gained notoriety through the shooting of 
a prominent man months ago. The Ferris group had given 
up a party of distinction to ‘‘go slumming,” as they called 
it. Suddenly Austin was intensely annoyed. This urge to be 
circusy added fuel to their conceit, the fact that they dared 
be rude to a hostess. 

Laughter in the room was loud and perpetual, and, when 
the floor show came on, jests were called to the performers. 

Austin was glad his back faced the oasis that was the 
dancing space. He continued stolidly to eat. There was a 
song, and the shuffle of feet indicated dancing. Stubbornly 
his really very nice jaw set, he concentrated on the task of 
getting some substance from the claw of what in life must 
have been an unhappy and hungry crustacean. The 
clapping was loud, insistent. He turned. 

Even more undressed than usual, this dancer. She flew 
about straight as an arrow, graceful as a flower on a stem, 
then on one toe executed a twirl. A sneeze caused her to 
lose her balance. Everyone laughed. The desire for laughter 
brought one here. The sneeze, part of the act, Austin 
presumed, but, if she really had.a cold, was it anv wonder? 
Waving, blowing kisses, she backed off the floor to respond 
to the pounding applause with a pony stunt, six girls 
driving her. She pranced and pawed and kicked, throwing 
back dark curls. Her legs were firm and slim, but her arms 
were childishly thin, face vivid, elfish. As she came toward 
their table, her eyes caught Austin’s. They were large and 
laughing, and had in them an expression of his mother’s. 
His mother and this girl not to be thought of together. He 
turned to Lucy whom he was supposed to squire. She was 
laughing at a jolly young man on her left. Nathalie’s back 
faced him squarely. There was nothing to do but watch. 


THE GIRL shied from one table to another like a skittish 
pony, yellow costume, scarlet reins, pink flesh compelling. 
She completed the circle, was back. Austin’s head ached; 
the heat was stifling. He yawned frankly and in un- 
Sinclairlike fashion. Like a flash, she was beside them and, 
with a kick, pointed a toe within an inch of Austin’s nose. 
He jumped as the others laughed. 

“Some girl,” roared Humphreys. Nathalie’s mouth 
compressed, her usually concealed distaste for her husband 
showing. She turned to Austin, said idly, 

: had it in for you. You were bored, and it piqued 
her.”’ 

Then the orchestra began for general dancing. Not so 
bad, the lazy rhythm and Nathalie in his arms. It was 
then he suggested going, but Nathalie’s lips curled slightly. 

“You'll never get Humphreys away until he sees that 

So they had waited an interminable time. Austin’s eyes 
burned, nose tickled. Lucy was now entirely engrossed in 
the jolly young man, and Nathalie was somewhat grouchy. 
Why had he bothered? Faye 

It was a relief when a blare from the orchestra announced 
the show was on. The girl was there, a degree more naked, 
feathers covering her head, feathered strips here and there, 
a.plume forming a tail. How she danced. A white flame. 
She was evidently the star, the prize everyone waited to 
see. Pounding applause, and again, and again, she gratified 
them. 

It was during the final encore that Austin noticed 

i ly the big man who had been noisy all evening. 
He arose and sallied forth on to the floor, making slippery 
but silent progress toward the young entertainer. Everyone 

But she did not notice, even when he was upon her. 

“A kiss,” he called loudly, and so saying, pulled her back, 


put his mouth squarely upon hers. 


The clumsy souse, the fairy dancer. The contrast was 
striking. 

“Did you ever,” breathed Nathalie, and Austin, Austin, 
a Sinclair, acted involuntarily. Before him was the 
surprised, frightened, disgusted face of a girl. He strode 
across the shining expanse, and, without conscious thought, 
punched the intruder in the face. 

A surprising thing to hear a human body fall. Sinclair 
looked at his right hand astonished. He turned toward 
his table, outwardly suave, the impetuous anger of the 
moment before superseded by chagrin. The girl was beside 
him. Then it came, from a white-faced fury, in tones just 
loud enough for his ears. 

“Want me to lose my job? What’s the big idea?” 

He hesitated. After all, a lady thanked a man for 
protection. 

He saw the manager, hurrying. So did she. 

“One shooting a year is just enough for good business,” 
she spat out, then, turning from him, shaking, forehead 
beaded with perspiration, she glanced vaguely about. 

Austin was outraged, yet, having done what he’d done, 
he could not leave her to stand foolishly in the middle of 
the floor. 

“‘Where is your dressing room?” 

She nodded toward a far corner. 

“I’m sorry.”’ stiffly, as he led her over, “that I inter- 
fered.” His tradition to help a woman more compelling, it 
seemed, than not to make a spectacle of himself. He fought 
down rage. 

She looked up, and moisture trembled on her lids. 

“I’m sorrier than you,” she blurted, “that I got mad.” 
Childishly she brushed her eyes with the back of her hand. 
“TI feel as if I was peeling onions. It’s this cold. These,’ 
pointing to her feathers, “are no good as pulse warmers. 
The crazy fool,” looking back at her prostrate admirer, 
now being carried off the floor. ‘‘I hope he chokes.” 

They stood inside the open door of her dressing rooin. 

“If it gratifies you, I hope he does,”’ unbending slightly. 
She put an impulsive hand on his arm. 

“Don’t be sore. I was feeding you apple sauce when I 
was high hat.”’ Again damp eyes. “‘I feel so rotten, I could 
bite. I didn’t get you at first. I was scared of Courvell,” 
nodding toward the manager, doing what he could to 
better things. ‘‘He’s a sour puss, but he would have kicked 
that freshie out except that he comes about every other 
night and spends money like water. We have to take it.” 

Like a child pleading for understanding, she looked into 
his face. 

“Say, smile just once,”’ she exclaimed. It was then that 
she sagged. He steadied her. She put a cold hand on her 
face. “I’m goofy. I'll go liedown. ’Flu, I guess.” 

“You should go home; you're sick.” 

“Oh, well,” tossing her head, “‘it’s all in a lifetime. I 
have another show. Easier to stay than to try to make the 


., grade home. But I do ache!” 


“Listen here,” he heard himself say, “‘let me come back 
later. I havea car.” Then, at her look of protest, he added: 
“You shouldn’t attempt a trolley or a walk.” 

But she shook her head. 

“That’s nice, but I never do. I—I’d like to go. I’ve 
wanted to before, but no stage door Johnnies for me.” 

A flush tinged his cheek. She saw it, held out her hand. 

“Please, I’m all right, and I didn’t mean you were a 
Johnnie either. But it’s a little bet I made with myself.” 

He felt strangely rebuffed and small, used to being taken 
at his word. He bowed and left immediately. 


BACK AT the table he sensed Nathalie’s amused eyes, and 
no wonder. The thing he had done was incredible... He 
suffered from inward shame. 

“You stayed quite a while, my pet,” she drawled. 

“Yes, the girl’s sick.” 

“Sick?” uplifted brows. ‘‘Now really, Austin, and you 
fell for that.” 

“Well,” rather fiercely, ‘‘she 7s sick.” 

“Rather a new way,” drawled Nathalie, “of bagging 
game. Well, pity, you know—” A soft laugh. ‘That 
was a bait for you to offer to take her home. They're 
clever, those women.” 

Ferris winked broadly, understandingly. 

“Some girl. Wish she’d ask me as escort.” 

The crudeness, commonness of them all—the best people, 
his people. Austin had never experienced such a sense of 
distaste and revolt in his life. 

Nathalie rose. 

“A rotten place,’ yawning slightly, ‘an awful bore. Pay 
the bill, Humphreys.” 

Austin watched Humphreys pull out his wallet. He was 
stupid, a buffoon, but had the best bait in civilization for 
bagging his particular game. Nathalie’s bare back retreat- 
ing was straight and uncompromising. 

At Ferris’s, they insisted on everyone coming in, all but 
Austin, and Nathalie, for once, did not press it. He was 
glad she was piqued. 

His own apartment would be quiet. He was glad to leave 
his friends free to laugh at what he had done as much as 
they pleased. 

“Damn it all, I don’t care what they say,” he spoke 
aloud. ‘She was sick. They'd get emotional about a 
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poodle, but, because a girl has red instead of blue blood, she 
could die before their eyes.” J 

His home looked good, and he put on a dressing gown to 
enjoy the peace that was to encircle him. 

For Nip, his terrier, when very sick, Austin had once 
stayed up forty-eight hours. For an injured riding horse, he 
had cancelled a trip to Europe—a renegade Sinclair in many 
ways. 

He was disturbed, excited. A book did not settle him, 
and he poked at the fire. Maybe she had been faking, and 
he was a fool, but the memory of arms, childishly thin, 
persisted. 

He put the poker back and scratched the back of the dog 
that lay at his feet. ‘“‘Eyes like a sick pup’s,”’ he muttered. 

Ten minutes later he was in his car. If for no other 
reason than to justify himself, to serve Nathalie right, he 
would take the girl home. 

At the restaurant, the performance was on, and there 
she was, a white flame, prancing, kicking, smiling. He left, 
taking up a position outside the performers’ entrance. The 
place inside was fetid, unclean. Outside cold and snow were 
in the air. 

He scarcely knew her when she came—dark, inconspicu- 
ous, collar high, hiding all but the tip of her nose, but he 
recognized her carriage and grace. 

Time yet not to be seen, and he almost slipped around 
the corner, but instead found himself beside her. 

“T came to take you home,” he explained immediately. 
She jumped, surprise, consternation shadowing her face. ‘I 
told you no.” 

“But you're sick—and I've a comfortable car.” 

Her eyes, maturely thoughtful, were upon him, then 
turned to the car drawn up at the curb. 

“All right,” almost ungraciously. “‘But straight home,” 
and she gave him the address. 

He tucked the robes, and she snuggled back with a sigh. 
The motor purred, and they went one block, two. Too 
much air. His own cold tickling his nose. He turned to see 
if she was all right, and looked twice to be sure. 

She was asleep. Like a tired child, head resting on her 
collar, mouth a scarlet droop, make-up covering pallor, 
and an ungloved hand, a white splotch, lay on the robe. No 
matter what she was—a girl, sick. 

He drew the car before her door and, at his call, she did 
not move. Little hollows showed plainly in her cheeks. 

He shook her. A suspicious policeman paused to watch, 
as she awoke, wide-eyed like a child. An absurd situation 
all round. The officer moved on. 

“I slept; ache like I’d been beaten.” She stretched her 
arms like a supple cat. 

“‘Go to bed and stay there a day,” with the severity of a 
physician. 

“Now, I'll tell one.” 


In which a gentleman of the 
old school finds his lady — 
although he has to get mixed 
up in a night-club brawl and 
play nurse to a stray waif 
doing it. And, incidentally, 
discovers that breeding is more 
a thing of the spirit than of 


the social register 
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“Oh, Judy ,.my very dear!’ With a new note in his voice. 
She backed out of his arms slowly, her eyes on his face. 

His hands made great bulges in his pockets. 

“T’m sorry —I apologize.” 
“It was my fault,”’ she said quickly. 

The spring—we'll forget —’”’ 

“My God, why?” His arms were around her again. 

“Judith, you know it’s not the spring. I love you.” 
Judith said, ‘‘No, Toby, you do not. I’m a married 

woman. I have four children.’’ But the sound of her words 

wasn’t as real as the garden, the moon, the things she saw 
in Toby’s eyes. “‘You’ve given me so much,” she pleaded. 

“You won’t take my dearest friend?” 

Toby said doggedly, “I love you. I’ll always love you.” 
“‘No—no!”’ She ran from the garden to the cloakroom. 

Nervous fingers jerked on her gloves. ‘‘Andrew—Andrew, 

would you mind—” 

Her brain made photographic recordings: Andrew téte- 


“I’m sorry, too 


a-téte-ing on the verandah? Lighting a cigarette for a 
woman? Her voice said, ‘‘How-do-you-do?”’ Mrs. Rallings. 
The divorcee who’d opened an art shop on Main Street. 

“You have the next dance together?’’ she heard herself 
saying. ‘“Then, of course, you don’t want to leave now, 
Andrew. You won't mind if I do? I’ve a frightful head- 
ache.”’ 

She stared at the reflection of Judith Winton brushing 
her hair. Was she a wicked woman? Toby had kissed her. 
He loved her. The Judith of the moonlit garden was glad 
glad with the singing delight of being loved; a wiser Judith 
wept for Toby and herself and the hopelessness of it all. 
She lay tense on the edge of the bed, arms pressed against 
her sides. She wanted to go to the window to see if the 
lamp across the street was shining, but she was afraid. 
There would be no moonlight tomorrow. Toby would not 
remind her of tonight—but would she forget? 

She heard Andrew come in, very late. She saw the first 


11 


pink of dawn streak the sky and slipped out of bed. She 
always got up early on May Day, she told herself firmly; 
she wanted to see the garden waken. But she walked 
absently among her flowers, only half-seeing the dew on the 
morning-glories, only half-aware of her cat’s purring against 
her ankles. She’d get the milk from the front porch, she 
thought suddenly. Perhaps Toby couldn’t sleep either. 


IT WAS strange walking up to your own front porch so 
early in the morning; like looking through the wrong end of 
opera glasses. She stopped and rubbed her eyes. It was— 
it was! A May basket on her door. She ran like a delighted 
child. She hadn’t had a May basket since she was Judith 
Darrow of the parsonage. And such a beauty! She lifted 
a silver basket from the door knocker. Arbutus spilled over 
the sides, violets winked up at her. She buried her face in 
the fragrance, then straightened abruptly. Perhaps it 
wasn’t for her! Janet and {Continued on page 50} 


"You do love me, Judy," he murmured. "But it's too late," said Judy, and added, "We mustn't be alone again,” 


eet 
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Looking for “something different” in 


fiction? You'll find it here—stark 
and poignant as life itself can be 


utumn leaf on the white of the coverlet; her body a 
flat, narrow ridge on the bed Andrew had bought when 
they were married, where her five children had been 

born, where—Dr. Tobin was telling her now—she would 
soon die. Her eyes left the elm twig tapping against the 
window and rested on his earnest, handsome-homely face. 
“But we knew all the time, didn’t we?”’ She spoke gently, 
smiling to console him for this her third and final desertion. 
All the long months she’d lain here biting back the awful 
pain in her chest—Ah, no, Toby’s repeating the verdict of 
his consultation with the specialists wasn’t a surprise. 
They’d both known all along— 
“But you haven’t told them?” Her eyes were anxious. 
Toby shook his head. He would not remind her today, 
Judith thought, that her children were middle-aged men 
and women. Besides, it wasn’t Andrew and Henry or Janet 
and Harriet—it was Phyllis who mustn’t know that her 
mother was going to die. Phyllis, so young and lovely— 
The staccato clicking of French heels shattered the sick 
— quiet. A blond girl in powder blue leaned over the 


“Listen, darling, we’re going out celebrating. The most 
exciting thing—” 

Judith smiled. Phyllis never let her feel like an invalid, 
and Judith loved her bantering. It made bright the long 
gap between twenty and sixty-five. Made you forget there 
was one. Judith thought if there’d been disappointments 
in her life, Phyllis had made up for them. She wondered if 
it was a form of egotism to be so completely happy in your 
child. Because she was happy just watching Phyllis take 
her favorite place on the window seat, legs pulled up under 
her. She was such a gay, golden girl. And people were 
wrong about her, Judith thought again. Janet and Harriet 
were so much older than Phyllis, they saw only her painted 
lips. Young Andrew and Henry were middle-aged men, 
shocked by her cigarettes and cynical little poems. Toby 
saw a slim girl flaunting her young body in audacious 
clothes, denying it with a hard veneer and a caustic tongue. 
But they were all wrong—they didn’t know the real 
Phyllis. 

“Have you been to the parlor?” That was reversion to 
times past—it had been the living room for years. Judith 
had asked the children to takethe things they wanted before 
she died, because she wanted them to know that she loved 
them equally. Andrew’s will had divided his fortune into 
five identical parts for them. Judith had only the house 
she’d lived in forty-six years and the things that made it 
home. She thought that if—after she was gone—they each 
had a tangible something they loved from home, they 
would remember, and be happy perhaps that— 

“Did you go to the parlor?” she asked again. 

Phyllis wrinkled her nose. “You didn’t really expect me 
to battle the mob and grab off a few musty heirlooms for 
myself, did you, darling?” 

Judith smiled—a little sadly— pushing a small hurt feeling 
out of her mind. Toby said Phyllis hadn’t a soft spot in 
her, but Judith had refused to believe him. He didn’t know 
the real Phyllis. She didn’t mean— There must be some- 
thing of home she wanted for her own. She, more than 
the others, needed something to remember it by. She was 
so young—not married—Phyllis couldn’t mean that— 

Judith looked from the gold head to the grey one. But 


Je LAY quite still; her hand like a withered 
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suppose she did? Suppose Toby were right about her, and 
Judith wrong? Her patient brown eyes widened in horror 
at the thought. If she was mistaken in Phyllis, the last 
fifteen years of her life were a farce. But she couldn’t be! 
She hadn’t sacrificed Toby and their love for nothing! 
Phyllis wasn’t cruel. She was just young, afraid of seeming 
sentimental. Judith turned toward the window. 

“Phyllis, I wanted you to—” 

“Oh, my angel!’ Phyllis was on her knees, her head 
buried in Judith’s shoulder. ‘I’m teasing you! I took what 
I wanted—weeks ago! 1 took your silver basket.”’ She was 
crying—heartbreaking little girl sobs. 

A quiet exultation flowed around Judith as she stroked 
Phyllis’ hair. Her eyes met Toby’s across the foot of the 
bed. My silver basket, they said, my mending basket, our 
May basket. 

“Darling, you mustn’t cry so. You can’t possibly know 
how happy you’ve made me by choosing—” 

A sharp pain twisted her face. Toby was immediately his 
professional self again, lifting Phyllis to her feet, leading 
her out of the room. Judith was alone with the fading 
twilight and her thoughts. Phyllis had taken the mending 
basket. Toby’s May basket. Now he could not still believe 
that she’d been mistaken these last fifteen years. 


WEARY FINGERS groped for her handkerchief. The 
nurse scolded her for crying, but she was gone tonight. 
Judith wanted to be alone now. There was so much to 
remember. 

Her eyes travelled slowly over the wide, old-fashioned 
bed and she was glad again she hadn’t listened to Janet 
about getting a new one. Her five children had been born 
in this bed. She’d taught them their prayers kneeling here, 
told them one by one—Andrew, Janet, Henry, Harriet, and 
finally Phyllis—where babies came from. Even now, she 
couldn’t quite smile away her embarrassment. Young 
Andrew, a replica of his father, dropped his question in the 
quiet of her mending afternoon. 

“Not now, dear,” she’d hedged, pointing to Janet. 
“Come to my room tonight.” She folded her mending and 
put it back in the box. Had Dr. Tobin—? No, there he was, 
tying up his horse. She snatched her cape from the hall 
rack and ran across the road. 

“Dr. Tobin—Toby!” She felt ridiculous and very young 
when he turned to wait for her. She seemed always to be 
running breathlessly across the road to him. 

“Is the sky falling, Henny-Penny? Or have you come to 
tell me my hyacinths—” Judith blushed. Could she ask 
him after all? ‘You shouldn’t run like that,” he scolded. 
“Come in and sit down.” 

Judith had wondered what his sitting room was like: if 
Mrs. Jenks took good care of him. She wondered if he was 
ever lonely in the times between bringing other people's 
babies and taking out their tonsils. She knew he read late. 
Some nights when she couldn’t sleep and sat in her bedroom 
window, she saw his lamplight through the elms. 

“What a lovely, lovely room!’ She stopped in the 
doorway. 

Toby looked pleased. “Just old things, Mrs. Winton.” 

“But loved things, aren’t they?” she insisted. ‘They 
look so lived-with.” 

He laughed. “‘A little sherry?” 

She thought: he’s just like a schoolboy bringing an apple 
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to teacher, hoping so anxiously she'll like it. “I’m fond of 
sherry,” she lied, because she was very fond of him. 

He raised his glass. ‘To our gardens? Oh, your cape 
He was standing beside her. “‘A bachelor—” 

His hand didn’t touch her shoulder, but Judith trembled. 
What was making them so embarrassed? Why was it so 
hard to meet his eyes now? She remembered when Andrew 
was being born; she opened her eyes between the terrible 
snarls of pain and found Toby’s. 

“Just a little longer, Mrs. Winton.” 

She'd opened her lips and tasted blood. “Call me Judy. 
Nobody does any more.” 

Without words, she thanked him again and again for 
never reminding her of her childishness. Andrew would not 
have been able to understand pain that reduced you to a 
little girl. 

She put her empty glass back on the tray. “Dr. Tobin—” 
She stopped. “I’m a little embarrassed.” 

He leaned forward, smiling. ‘Because somebody wants 
to know where babies come from?” 

Judith almost laughed, she was so relieved. “Oh, yes! 
How did you know? Have you something I might read?” 

That long-ago afternoon! She turned slowly on the bed. 
Was that hardest-of-all the stories she’d ever told still 
locked in the secret drawer of her desk? She’d have to ask 
Phyllis to look—to burn—Oh, dear! She wrung her hands 
impatiently. That was what came of being so sentimental. 
Toby’s letters were in that drawer. Two letters—saying 
the same thing. 
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JUDITH HAD liked being thirty-five. She liked people 
being surprised that lanky, fifteen-year-old Andrew was 
really her son; she loved her children and her home, and she 
told herself she loved her husband. She dressed happily in 
beige lace for the May Party at the club. 

Whatever Andrew’s opinion of her really, she knew he 
liked her in their small circle of friends. She’d learned very 
slowly and awkwardly what Andrew Winton expected of 
Judith, his wife, and it was very different than what Judith 
Darrow of the parsonage had dreamed. Now she was grate- 
ful for the small ways in which she was satisfactory to his 
standards, because obviously, in the biggest things, she 
wasn’t. Not, of course, that there were other women—such 
a possibility hadn’t suggested itself—just that Andrew at 
home, alone with her, tried and sometimes almost succeeded 
in making her feel a little second rate. She wondered what 
would have happened if she hadn’t managed to be popular 
at the dancing parties. Andrew sneered at the poor simple- 
tons, as he called them, who had to take their own wives in 
to supper. Even the children had that of their father. 

“Gosh, mother, I’m glad you're pretty! I’d hate being 
Edith with Mrs. Martin for a mother. Isn't she dowdy?” 

Judith frowned. They were so much Andrew’s children; 
glad of her because she satisfied their stupid, outward stan- 
dards! One by one, as they graduated from the nursery to 
the family dinner table, she thought she saw Andrew taking 
them away from her. She told herself it was imagination, 
exaggerated maternal instinct. How could they help 
associating her with chicken pox and spinach? Andrew was 
his charming, guests-for-dinner self with the children, and 
she said nothing. She and patience had walked side by side 
a long time. 

But she wasn’t worrying about her children or her hus- 
band as she dressed for the May Party; she was thinking 
that beige was nice with brown hair: she was glad her arms 
hadn’t lost their firmness, and she felt a little wicked and 
very happy to have thought of putting salt on her lips 
while she bathed. 

“What on earth are you hanging out of the window 
for?” Andrew struggled with his tie. ‘‘Aren’t you sick 
often enough without waving invitations to pneumonia?” 

Judith sighed and got up from her knees. “‘I’ll fix your 
tie.” She stood on tiptoe. ‘Andrew, I believe it’s really 
spring.” 

Andrew humphed. “About time. Are you ready?” 

“Yes. Just my gloves.” 

Something ought to happen, she thought dreamily from 
one partner’s arms to another’s. It was so absolutely 
spring! If she ever got over the miracle of it, she’d know 
she was old. 

“Oh, Dr. Toby!” It was a very glad little cry. He almost 
never came to parties. “‘Do you know it’s spring?” 

He smiled. “Is that why I had such a hard time finding 
you? You look much more like Janet than her mother.” 

Judith tucked the words in a tiny pocket of her mind 
labelled ‘“‘Toby.” It was sweet of him to dance with her 
first. She wondered if he was having fun. He was nice- 
looking in a hard-jaw, blue-eyed way. She thought he must 
have been a sweet little boy. They walked in the garden. 
He was her doctor, but he didn’t suggest the air was damp 
and she ought to have a wrap. He understood about the 
first night of spring. 

She said a little hurriedly. ““My children have outgrown 
May baskets. I don’t believe they ever did like them much. 
They’re very wise, practical Wintons—not like their 
mother. May I give you a May basket, Toby?” She tore 
a flower from her corsage and put it in his lapel. 

His arms around her were strong and gentle. His lips on 
hers frightened her. 
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straight off her feet with a whirlwind courtship, when really 
the girl had decided on him a long time before and has even 
planned about the wedding and how the bridesmaids’ 
dresses will be made. The clever girl will keep a good poker 
face, and not show by word or look that she’s even thought 
about him “that way.” She will not always be at the end 
of the telephone to answer the minute he rings up. She will 
even go out once in a while with the girls when he expects 
to come up. This hurts, but it pays good dividends the 
next time you see him. Don’t cheat on the rules here either 
and go out with the girls on a night when you know he 
isn’t coming. Urge him to see other people once in a while. 
He won’t get that love-strangled feeling and he’ll come into 
the noose without knowing it’s tightening. 

Men like love-making—but don’t give them too much of 
it. Small titbits of love served nicely are like those highly 
flavored canapés—something to smack the lips over and 
remember with pleasure, but you don’t want too many of 
them or you sicken for life. If you are the one who hands 
out too much love-making, you'll find he loses interest and 
will go on to some other cleverer girl who serves up her love 
in a niftier style. 


AND WHEN you become engaged for goodness’ sake, no 
matter how much you like his hair and eyes, or his little 
crooked tooth—don’t call the attention of your friends to 
them in front of him. 

Men loathe that. Some of them put up with it because 
they love the girl so much—but it’s a terrible strain on that 
love, and may later develop into a weak place in the golden 
thread of matrimony, when the excitement of being 
married has worn off. 

I know one girl who called attention to her boy friend’s 
“lovely china-blue eyes.’’ He was grand about it and 
laughed it off, with his arm around her waist. But she never 
sees those eyes now. He’s married to another girl. 

Have subjects of conversation besides each other and 
your love. If you can’t talk about things that interest him, 
why that’s easy—just be a good listener for a while. He’ll 
tell you all about the big trout he caught on his vacation 
right down to the last flicker of the line, and he’ll think you 
are a most interesting girl—just because you’ve drawn him 
out and encouraged him to talk. Most girls think they have 
to do the talking to be amusing, when they would do far 
better to keep their mouths shut for a while. If he likes 
politics, ask a question; what he thinks about anything, 
then sit back. He'll tell you, and most likely have a lot of 
good thoughtful things to say that will help you, even if he 
is a Liberal and you're a Conservative. 

By the foregoing, I don’t mean you just have to sit and 
take his talk on the chin. Far from it. Bring up ) our side— 
have a grand debate, but—keep it good-natured. In the 
business world you have to control your temper and be 
polite to keep your job. Surely the stakes are as worth 
while in love. 

Differ in your thoughts and ideas. No one would give a 
whoop for the person who didn’t have the strength of his 
own conviction, but be tolerant of the other fellow’s side 
too and you'll find that usually he will respect your 
opinions. Just agree to disagree and let it go at that. 
You'll be surprised how much irritation a pinch of tolerance 
will smooth out. Broken engagements are usually the 
result of intolerance. 

When the noose has tightened and you are engaged, talk 
things over. Don’t be afraid to express your real innermost 
convictions. This is the time to balance the drawbacks with 
the advantages in this biggest of all investments. Too many 
people are afraid to express their basic ideas before marriage 
for fear of breaking up the deal; then after they are married 
controversial subjects arise. They don’t feel alike on the 
fundamental things; there is disappointment on one side 
or the other, and if they stay together, the marriage 
becomes one of those everyday “just getting along” 
marriages. 


DO YOU want children? Talk it over. Our grandmothers 
would cringe at such a thing before marriage. But when 
we analyze it, how many of our grandmothers really lived a 
happy married life? Didn't a lot of them just do their duty 
and try to get happiness out of other things? 

If you both want children, there are two vital things to be 
considered and it is well to have them settled beforehand. 
Can you afford it? Are you physically capable of having a 
baby? Slip off to a doctor and find out—then if you can’t, 
be frank about it. Put it up to him. 

Many a man has longed for a son or a little girl of his 
own, and has gradually drifted away to some widow who 
has children, to satisfy that longing, when he really loves 
the woman he has married. 

The paternal instinct is highly developed in some men, 
and children are a vital part of married life. Others loathe 
the very idea of them. Better find out all this before you 
traipse down the aisle in white satin and tulle. If you 
want babies and he doesn’t, there is a chance that he will 
drift away from home and diapers and noise, to some other 
woman who will give him all her time and interest. Sad 

hought. But oh, so true—and you've got to face it. 
Better to change husbands before than after the ceremony. 
If you don’t want children, tell him so, and put your 


marriage on a firm basis. 


There are birth control clinics where the proper informa- 
tion can be obtained. The domestic relations courts have 
found this one item to be the source of more marital 
difficulties than any other trouble that enters into life 
together. 

If he is not rabid on the subject of not having babies, be 
patient and bide your time; nature does the rest. When the 
baby comes, he brags loudest of all the male population. 
He’ll forget he didn’t want it! 


THE OTHER important thing to settle before the ring is 
slipped on is the financial arrangement of this newly formed 
corporation for two. [ 

Put all your cards on the table. Plan your expenditures 
and your allowance in proportion to other expenses. No 
woman wants to ask a man for money for her personal 
things; she loses his respect and her own. Have all this 
settled, and the odds are a hundred to one that you will be 
happy together if you stick to the agreement! 

One good way is to take the salary money. put a certain 
amount away as savings if you can. Divide the rest in two 
—pool the expenses. You pay half the household expenses 
at the end of the month out of your half, and he pays half 
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out of his portion. That will make you both economical 
because you will each want to have as much as you can 
get for yourselves. 

I know this works, for I’ve tried it. At first you’ll see 
where you've been foolish; then after a few months you will 
know exactly how much the average cost will be. 


THE THIRD problem to settle is whether the wife will 
work after marriage. Be sure you settle that point, for if 
there is disagreement after marriage, the matrimonial bark 
soon springs a leak. If it is necessary for a time, until you 
can get on your feet, pull together, but stick to your 
bargain. Then don’t work after the necessity is past, unless 
you planned beforehand for that. Too many women get 
the working habit and can’t stop. A man loses interest 
after a while in the two-job wife. 

Then there is the problem of relatives and their support. 
If “‘the’’ man has to support his mother or father, find out 
all that beforehand. Ask him if he has dependents; and if 
you have to help your sister get an education, tell him 
about that. 

Far better to think it over and face the prospect of 
having to share your money, than {Continued on page 34} 


Marriage is the largest business in the world. We invest our lives as well as our 
money — and want to realize the greatest returns we can on our investment. 












Dedicated to all wives who want to stay happily mar- 
ried .. this brilliant book is a result of many years study 


by ANNE B. FISHER, M.D. 


REWORD.... 

This little book is not written in the spirit of levity, 
or with a tongue-in-the-cheek attitude, but with 
sincerity and the earnest hope that it will help those 

starry-eyed folk who are just starting out in double 
harness, to save them some of the heartaches and irritations 
so easily avoided. 

Perhaps the book will offer a few.workable suggestions 
in the right direction, to couples who are “‘just getting 
along,’’ so that they may take the happiness which belongs 
to them. 

During a checkered career in hospital and medical 
school, and later as a government bacteriologist, I saw 
many couples who were unhappy and pulling apart as fast 
as possible, when they could so easily have pulled together 
and been happy. 

The psychology of this problem appealed to me and 
became a sort of hobby, so that when the time came for 
me to have a clinical laboratory and practice on my own, 
the urge was born to help, if possible, the people who 
insisted upon telling me their troubles. 

This book is the result of observations made during that 
time, and later, when sociological work provided more case 
histories of divorce and separation. 

man and woman living together can make their 

ip a glorious adventure, with each day bringing 

its own happiness and contentment, or they can spoil their 

lives by petty irritations and bickering, and eventually end 
up in the divorce court. 

Because the success of a marriage largely depends on 
the wife—men will never admit this—the book is written 
primarily for women, but the rules apply equally well to 
the masculine member of the firm. 

We hear much these days about the ‘“‘career woman” who 
has no time for love, or the woman who lives alone and 
likes it, but deep down in the heart of every normal woman 
there is the urge to love and be loved; to be found desirable 
in the eyes of some man. That is nature, and you can’t get 
away from basic instincts no matter what you say. 

There is nothing to be ashamed of in admitting this, and 
much happiness is in store for the woman who does not 
fight her natural instincts. 

When the right man rounded the corner of my life, a 
mere career faded away, and never for a moment would I 
like to go back to it. After all, marriage should be the most 
wonderful and satisfying career a woman can have. 

The “rules” work. Proof of the pudding is in the eating. 
At our house we still love pudding. Romance and glamor 

‘survive if common sense is applied at the right time. 


That there is a place for this book is shown by the interest 
of women from the age of eighty-five years down to twenty. 
When mention was made of it in a gathering, the women 
who heard came to call and stealthily asked what was in the 
chapters. And the typist started applying the rules before 
she had even finished typing the manuscript! 

Read and digest the rules, then with your head held high 
and your heart filled with hope and love, drive on without 
fear. Join the ranks of the happy wives, but be sure you 
keep an ever watchful eye on the Dangerous Curves Ahead! 


MARRIAGE IS the largest business in the world. Every 
person has the urge to go into it sometime during his brief 
span on earth. We invest our lives as well as our money, 
and it seems sensible to assume that we want to realize the 
greatest returns we can on our investment. 

If a bond salesman came to us with what seemed a 
sure-fire proposition, and expected us not only to put in all 
our hard-earned money, but to mortgage our future as well, 
we'd think a long time about it. We'd weigh the advan- 
tages against the drawbacks, and perhaps turn down the 
whole thing. And yet many people rush into marriage when 
they don’t even know the real person they are marrying. 
Love and sex are nature’s salesmen, and she works them 
overtime to draw the victim into investing before he even 
has time to think things out. 





The paternal instinct is highly developed in some men. Many a 
man has gradually drifted away to some widow who has children. 
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A woman’s mind works in an entirely different way from 
a man’s mind. The sooner a woman realizes this, the 
quicker she will achieve happiness. 

A man can be slightly in love with several women at the 
same time. He is polygamous by nature. No matter what 
he says, he cannot get away from his natural tendencies. 

If you can’t face this fact, and remember that even after 
you are married you will have to compete with every other 
woman he meets, then forget all about marrying and buy 
“Live Alone And Like It!” 

Most women keep their love for one man alone, and 
sometimes they almost strangle him with it. 

This brings up the first don’t to the woman who wants 
to be happily married 

When you meet “‘the” man, don’t concentrate on him too 
hard. It scares the creature away! Fully nine tenths of the 
would-be happy combinations are broken up because the 
girl rushes things. 

Men love their freedom, or think they do until they are 
happily married to the right girl. 

Some girls no sooner meet a man than they begin to 
wonder just what he thinks of them, and to worry about 
when he’s going to say he cares. 

Maybe the man in the case just likes to be with her 
because she dances well or because she has a funny drawl, 
or is good company. 

Then the girl begins to concentrate on ways to make 
him come to the point. The man picks it up, gets frightened 
for fear she'll hog-tie him, and everything’s off ! 

Men have the idea they are fast workers and sweep a girl 
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She wished that she had reported the whole matter 
candidly. But she could not admit to herself how much she 
regretted her course. 

“I did the sensible thing,”’ she insisted in her heart. 
“Why should I get mixed up in this? I couldn’t help the 
poor woman. I’d only have been forced to stay here and 
go to court. I only did what was sensible. But I wish—I 
wish—I hadn’t turned on the shower again.” 

She was furious at herself for beginning to cry again; 
she was altogether surprised and indignant at her behavior. 
In college she had been mentioned as the most poised girl 
in her class. She was proud of being poised, well balanced, 
independent. 

“And look at me now!” she cried to herself. “I’m being 
a hysterical idiot. It’s all over—” 

Suppose it wasn’t? A horrible idea came into her head. 
Suppose that nobody had found the poor woman? Suppose 
the shower had stopped of itself, run dry? Luigi might 
have come upstairs and heard nothing, and gone away 
again. 

She rushed into her own bathroom and tried the shower. 
The water came pattering down at once and she hastily 
turned it off. 

“If there’s a tank or a cistern, it hasn’t run dry,” she 
thought. 

Maybe there were two cisterns, and hers was connected 
with a different one. Or maybe taps could turn themselves 
off. 

“Well, I know they can’t,” she told herself. 

But that did no good. The horrible idea grew stronger 
and stronger. Everything was so quiet . The poor 
woman might still be lying there. . . 

“If she is, it’s m¥ fault . . . But what if she is? It can’t 
matter to her. She’s She sat down, almost feil down 
on the edge of the bed, all her strength gone. “If she’d 
fainted and that water drowned her—she could have been 
saved! Artificial respiration . . . Every minute counts!” 


SHE SPRANG UP, and in wild haste put on skirt and 
sweater over her nightgown, thrust her bare feet into her 


He said the room had been occupied for some 
Yet Victoria knew that he was lying. 


LAESIOS 
8a 


shoes and flinging open the door, rushed 
out into the hall. Rushed into the arms of 
a man, with such violence that he gave a 
grunt and she was stunned. 

For a moment, she stood with her head 
resting on his shoulder. 

“Now, then!” he said mildly. ‘“‘What’s 
the matter?” 

She drew away and looked at him. He 
was a thin, handsome elderly man of 
soldierly appearance, with a neat grey 
mustache. 

“You startled me. . .”’ she said. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. ‘“‘You came out 
rather unexpectedly, you know.” 

She had to make some sort of explana- 
tion and she had to be quick. There was 
no time to lose. 

“I thought I heard a queer sound,” she 
said. 

“What sort of sound?” asked the man, instantly very 
much interested. 

“‘Just a—queer sound. So I came out—to see. . . 

“From what direction did the sound appear to come?” 

“From—there, I think,” she said. “From the room next 
to mine.”’ It occurred to her that she would not be at all 
sorry if this distinguished-looking man accompanied her. 
“T think we’d better look in there,”’ she said, and tried to 
pass him. 

“Just a moment, please!” he said. “‘I’d like to hear more 
about this sound. When did you hear it?” 

“Oh, I don’t know!” she said impatiently. ‘But I think 
we ought to see whether there’s—anyone in there.” 

“There is,” said he. “Now, you may be able to help me a 
good deal, miss, if you'll tell me about this sound you 
heard.” 

She looked at him with a growing suspicion. 

‘Are you—staying here at the Inn?” she asked. 

“No, miss,”’ he answered. ‘‘I’m Captain Martineau, from 


the Bayhaven Police Station.”’ 
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“Oh!” said Victoria. 
“There’s been an acci- 
dent,” he said. ‘And this 
sound you heard may be 
important. Can you des- 
cribe the nature of it?” 
“Well, you see,” said 
Victoria, in a friendly, 
confidential tone, “I was 
asleep, and something 


waked me. You know 
how it is. Something 


wakes you and you really 
don’t know what it was.” 
“Did you get up and 
come out of your room 
the moment the sound 
waked you?” 
It seemed to her that 
{Continued on page 64} 
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The Girl Who 
Asked tor Trouble 


A blond woman murdered in the next roon—who wouldn’t 
want to escape all connection with the situation? Yet why 
did all developments implicate Victoria? 


by ELISABETH SANXAY HOLDING 


Victoria MacDonald is on her way to quiet little Valley 
View Inn to rest and think about the situation which has 
developed since she found herself in love with her employer, 
Robin, @ publisher. At the station she meets Everett Jacobus 
(Jake), the station master, who tells her about the still unsolved 
murder of his second wife, Lottie, at the Inn to which she is 
going. Marge, a sullen girl who drives the old car to the Inn, 
and Petrie, reticent member of a manufacturing firm, who lives 
at the Inn, reluctantly tell her more about the murder on the 
way, when she questions them persistently. The latter was 
involved since he had run over Lottie on a lonely road. But 
it was later proved that she was already dead from poisoning. 

At the Inn, Luigi, the handsome foreign clerk, has to be 
repulsed when he becomes too friendly. The only other guest is 
a cheap-looking blond woman who stares at her disturbingly 
in @ venomous way. 

Victoria is warned by Petrie that she is foolish to walk in 
the gloomy woods near the Inn after dark. He says that 
Luigi, whose dislike he had incurred through reporting him to 
the police on a minor motor charge, had been a witness against 
him at the murder trial. 

Victoria goes to bed, feeling strangely afraid. After listening 
for some time to a running shower next door she tries to get 
the manager by telephone, but he fails to come. She doesn’t 
wish to call Luigi up. So she goes to investigate. The door is 
open and the room is obviously that of the blond woman. At 
the bathroom door Victoria looks toward the shower. She 
screams. 


GLASS DOOR of the cubicle containing the 
shower was open, and a woman in a black nightdress 
lay there, on her back, her body on the tiled floor 
of the bathroom, her head and shoulders under the 

shower, that torrent of water pouring full on her face. . . 

A wave of nausea swept over Victoria. She closed her 
eyes and clenched her hands, fighting that sick horror. The 
roaring of the water pounded in her ears; she felt her knees 
giving way... 

“No!” she said aloud. 

She wouldn’t be like that. She drew a deep breath and 
opened her eyes, reached forward and turned off the water. 
And the sudden quiet was terrible. She stepped back to 
the doorway, staring at the wall. She could not look again 
at that figure in the sodden black nightdress. But she 
had to. Perhaps something could be done. 

It was the blond woman, but so altered; the drenched 
hair looked dark, straight, spread out like seaweed, the 
face was a ghastly greyish white, the lips blue. She was 
dead. Anyone could see that. Anyone could feel that in 
the air. 

“T’ll have to report this,” Victoria said to herself. “At 
once.” 

She was cool, sensible, businesslike. She went back to 
her own room and she was surprised to realize that she 

, Was crying, tears raining down her cheeks; surprised that 
4 she was trembling violently. She looked for her pocketbook 
to get out a handkerchief, and her pocketbook wasn’t 
there. 

“T must have dropped it . . . It must be—there. . .” 

Let it stay there. 

“A woman’s purse was found beside the body . . 

It was as if someone had spoken those words; she Kolead 
up, dazed and alarmed. 

“I’m the one—who found the body,” she thought. “I'll 
have to give evidence . . . I'll be asked questions. I'll have 
togotocourt... [ll have to stay here.” 

She could not and would not stay in this Inn another 


night. She wanted to get back to her own bright, cozy 
room at home. . 

She got a handkerchief out of her bureau drawer, and 
dried her eyes. The sleeve of her dressing gown was soaking 
wet, her slippers were wet. No wonder she was shivering. . . 

“T can’t do that poor creature any good. I want to go 
home. . . Stop crying, you nasty idiot! You coward! But 
I want to go home . . . They'll keep me here—heaven 
knows how long—for the inquest . . . Maybe they'll arrest 
me, as they did Petrie. . . I won’t be mixed upinit.. .” 

The one thing she could not do was to leave that poor 
woman lying there. She reached for the telephone, but did 
not take it up. 

“People say it’s horrible to be mixed up in a police case. 
It'll be in the newspapers . . . I'll have to stay here—if 
they know. But why should they know? It can’t help her. 
Oh! I wish I’d complained about the shower running! 
Then someone else would have found her. I’d never have 
known how the poor thing looked . . . Maybe I’d never 
have known at all. Hotels try to keep things like that 
quiet...” 

She couldn’t stop shivering, couldn’t stop crying. 

“Someone will find her anyhow . . . She’s certainly 
dead . . . Evenif I don’t say anything. . .” 

But somehow, it was base, horrible, to leave that woman 
there. 

“I’ve got to report it at once, and no more nonsense,”’ she 
said to herself. “‘Unless—” 


THE IDEA that came into her head was shocking. At 
first. But after a moment it wasn’t. She did not want to 
be kept here; she did not want to testify, to figure in the 
newspapers. And it wouldn’t do the least good to anyone. 





"If you change your story,” he whispered 
urgently, "for Heaven's sake tell me first.” 
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“If I just keep my nerve for one minute,” she thought 
“it'll be over.” 

Suddenly she stopped shivering, her tears ceased; she felt 
perfectly calm and competent. 

“T can do it,” she said to herself. 

And she did do it, without delay. She went back there. 
Her pocketbook was lying on the wet floor. She left it there 
for the moment. Then in a rush she turned on the shower 
again, snatched up the pocketbook and flew back to her 
room. She took up the telephone and Luigi answered. 

“Someone’s been running a shower bath for over an 
hour,” she said. “‘I think you’d better see what’s wrong.” 

“Yes, madam.” 

“And I wish you’d get it stopped as soon as possible,” 
she said. ‘“The noise bothers me, and I want to go to sleep.” 

“T’ll see to it at once, madam.” 

She replaced the instrument and sat down. And that 
calmness became a frozen horror. The noise of that 
shower running was the most appalling thing . . . She 
got into bed in her damp dressing gown, turned out the 
light, pulled the covers over her head. But she heard it 

. A steady downpour of water on a dead woman’s face 
. She heard it, and she hated herself. 

“Has it stopped yet? Has someone found her? Has it 
stopped yet?’ she kept asking herself, buried unde 
the covers, and at last she had to know. She un- 
covered her head and encountered a monstrous 
quiet. The pines rustled outside and that was all. 
No footsteps, no voices, no excitement. No shower 
running. She sat up and turned on the light. 

The dampness of her sleeve had soaked through 
to her arm; her slippers beside the bed were wet and 
cold. 

“That won’t do!” she said to herself. “The 
chambermaid would notice in the morning.” 

She rolled the slippers in the dressing gown, and 
put the bundle into her suitcase. 

“T’ll leave tomorrow morning, early,” she thought. 

She rubbed her arm with a towel until it was dry 
and warm again; she looked at herself in the bath- 
room mirror and was surprised to see how little trace 
was left of her horror, her dismay, her tears. She 
was paler, that was all. 


SHE RETURNED to the bedroom, stood there at a 
loss. Sleep was out of the question, and reading 
almost equally impossible. She was too restless to 
stay still, but it was chilly moving about the room 
without her dressing gown or slippers. 

“T’ll have to get hold of myself,”’ she thought. “It 
was pretty awful. But it’s over now. Someone’s 
found her by this time.” 

But why was everything so quiet? A discovery 
like that surely would cause some excitement. 

“There may have been quite a lot of noise that I 
didn’t hear with my head covered up,”’ she thought. 
“That was a disgusting, craven thing to do. I wish I 
hadn’t done it. I wish—” 
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TOWARD THE middle of the afternoon the low roofs of 
their destination swung up far down the road. As they 
neared the village’s main thoroughfare, the lack of evi- 
dences of friendliness became increasingly apparent. Only 
a few mangy dogs came yapping to greet them. “Ayras,” 
Taraknath murmured. 

It was a totally native village—a small, dirty maze of 
mud or wood houses in varying stages of neglect, strung 
along narrow streets so scarred and ruddled as to wrack the 
automobile to the verge of collapse. Neither of the passen- 
gers made any comment. Accustomed to passage over 
sand, plowed ground and mud like glue, there was no 
new discomfort in the mere repetition of Indian roads. 

Taraknath stopped before a dwelling distinguished from 
its neighbors by a faint air of cleanliness and the rude 
semblance of a compound. From it a young man with a 
dark, grave face came forward to receive them. “I have 
been waiting for you,” he said. 

Edith Avery stood staring about the desolate scene for a 


moment, her face hardening; then, with a quick shrug of 
her shoulders that set the dust flying from her khaki 
clothing, she followed him into the house. ‘“The Ayras are 
here, I gather?” 

He nodded, offering her a cup of sugar cane juice. 

“No matter,” she told him. ‘What is the news of the 
Ayras, Deogharia?” 

The native’s hands balled into fists. “Much,” he 
answered shortly. ‘“‘We had prepared the maidan for your 
visit. All was clean and in readiness for your sermon. This 
morning a boy came to me in the fields to tell me that all 
our work had been undone; they had made the public 
ground unusable. That, of course, was not fatal, for we 
know that all you need is an open space, a little danga. In 
fact, the ruining of our preparations would have been 
resented by the villagers’ —he paused uncertainly —“‘if it 
had not been for the misunderstanding of the white sahib 


who came to meet you here.” 
“To meet me?” {Continued on page 31} 


In the centre of a demoniac whirlpool 
she beheld a great, blond man. He 
had taken a club from one of the 
natives and was whaling the others 
away from her equipment, 
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It led young Edith Avery from the 
fields of Ontario and the man she 
loved, to a heart-breaking struggle 
in an Indian wilderness—for what? 


by A. CHARLES GRAYSON 
Illustrated by John Clymer 


LREADY the wind had come. Promising fury, it 
whined through the pale hush of early morning 
like a leashed dog. With the rising sun, if that 
promise held, it would roll down upon the small 

touring car and its trailer with the utmost purposeful fury 
of which it was capable. But just now, as the young 
woman on the cot stared at the pearling edges of the 
trailer’s canvas door, it was no more than a mocking, 
obbligato for mocking thoughts—those relentless invaders 
which came into her mind at night and cried over and over 
that her efforts to do something for India . . . simply no 
good . . . no good in the world... . 

She closed her eyes, her bronzed young hands tensing 
on the coverlet beneath which she lay. She must go on. 
The work was slow, but it was progressing in the sphere of 
activity assigned to her. And there was the ever-present 
challenge of all those innumerable villages beyond. They, 
too, must be reached—must! 

“Miss Sahiba!”’ The call sounded through the thin walls 
of the tiny house-on-wheels, supplicating with its gentle 
hesitancy. “Miss Sahiba!” 

Edith Avery rose at once. Dressing with quick, effective 
movements, she opened the light door and stood there, tall 
and straight, looking down upon the dim figures with their 
dark, upturned faces. ‘‘Well, what is it?” 

In answer, one of the larger shapes held forth the arm of 
one of the smallest. ‘‘The son is in great pain.” 

The boy began to whimper as the girl approached. With 
her touch, however, he became quiet. ‘It will be all 
right soon,” she told him, smiling down with the steady 
eyes that were grey as clouds, clear as rain. Turning to the 
father, she asked: “‘Didn’t you know what to do? It is only 
an infected bite, swollen with pus. A needle-prick would 
have relieved him.” 

“IT have not the knowledge, Miss Sahiba,” the man 
protested. “‘That is why we have come to you.” 

With a little shrug, Edith Avery turned back to the 
trailer. Opening a medical kit for a needle and iodine, her 
face was a plane upon which annoyance fought with ironical 
amusement. Well, she had asked for it—this childlike 
dependence. Only by her own wish had she exchanged the 
hills of home for these scorching Indian roads—just as so 
many other young people. 

The simple operation performed and the child’s arm 
bathed and bandaged, she turned her attention to the 
remainder of the rapidly growing group about the trailer 
steps. Taraknath had arranged it in a semblance of order. 
She smiled at him, almost gaily, impressed anew by the 
small miracle which had granted this native so much more 
complete an understanding than his fellows; which had 
taken him, a chaprasi at Budaum, and transformed him 
into driver, interpreter, batman, mechanic, operator of the 
harmonium, forager and guard of her circuit through the 
more enlightened villages; which had led this boy, hardly 
more than a child, through his triumphant struggles with 
an alien tongue and an even more alien thought to be her 
guide—and to be her friend. 

“Are we ready to start?” she asked. 

“Everything is in order, Miss Sahiba. We may start as 
soon as these patients have been attended.” 

“The carbureter is fixed?” 

As he nodded a dark, glistening head, Edith Avery felt 
again that little, dancing spring of hope and healing that 
made it just barely possible to go on after five India years. 
Five years of ministering to a procession of natives who 
took what she had to give as an open-mouthed well takes a 
tossed stone. Occasionally, far off, there was a faint echo— 
a sign that somewhere the stone had found some manner of 
resting place—but ordinarily there was nothing but silence. 
Taraknath was the ringing exception; he, unquestionably, 
had heeded the word. . .! 

Patients slowly presented themselves. With the height- 
ening wind, their clothing flapped like dirty banners. The 
sun had started its brash beat across the heavens. There 
was no shade, but they stood their wait stolidly. The wind 
and the sun were everywhere; here the young white lady 
had magic for their aches. 

Infections, wracking coughs, fevers, elephantiasis, the 
little file ran a swift and intensive gamut of ailments. 
When the last case had been dismissed, she took the kit 
inside the trailer and sank upon its storage box; weary 
already to the bone with the knowledge that miles ahead— 
in the village they would enter late that afternoon— 
would occur an almost exact duplication of the details 
encountered in this one. 

The clattering arrival of the car in a rutty main street 
would be heralded by a great screeching of children and 
yelping of dogs. The villagers soon would follow the noisy 
welcomers, and if it was an average crowd they would 
be friendly with offers of milk and sugar cane, curious as to 
the odd woman in the odd cart that travelled without 
oxen. Then at a feasible spot Taraknath would stop, get 
out the minute portable organ that was his greatest pride, 
his most consummate joy, and add to the crowd by its 
wheezing sonority. With these preparations, she would 
deliver a sermon, offer a prayer, and distribute tracts to 
those who might read. 

With the failing light, Taraknath would move the outfit 
to the best camping place. While she attended the villagers 
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in need of medical aid—or those who, once in an eternity, 
wanted more of her message—he would prepare the even- 
ing’s goat meat and tea. Night brought exhausted rest; the 
early dawn another crowd such as they were leaving. 

Watching the campsite fade as the coughing motor 
labored over the rough travesty of a road, her eyes were 
bitter. A third-rate doctor could have performed the simple 
attempts at healing with far greater efficiency and proba- 
bility of success. And as for the religious help that she 
had tendered—she thought again of the silent, gaping well. 

The morning had started to burn. The sun, free of its 
low nest of hills, hung like a bronze gong against the sky. A 
fine, stinging dust put an edge on the wind. The day’s 
journey called for a good mileage and Taraknath pushed 
the little car uncompromisingly. It jolted crashingly over 
the ridges and ruts which eorduroyed the road. Edith 
Avery bore the punishment without comment. It was 
important that they reach their destination before nightfall. 

Bullock-hauled carts appeared, diminished slowly into 
the distance, their drivers somnolent as piles of rags. 
Several times she was recognized; there were a great many 
calls for attention, principally for the sore eyes that 
resulted inevitably from the constant pressure of clogged 
winds and pitiless, glaring sun. 


THROUGH THE swirls of dust that receded behind their 
progress. she made out that the road seemed unusually 
littered with debris. The tracks left by the worn tires beat 
and twisted as though marking the paths of two great 
parallel snakes. Occasionally there would be a jolting bump 
when Taraknath failed to avoid a rock or earth-clotted 
root. Then the car slowed and stopped. ‘‘What is it?” she 
called. 

Taraknath came around the trailer. ‘Will Miss Sahiba 
look?” 

Caught by the portentousness of his tone, she climbed 
from the door and hurried to the front of the machine. 
Across the road lay a dead tree, obviously dragged there. 
“The Ayras,” she said, her mouth thinning. 

Taraknath nodded. “I learned this morning that ahead 
there would be trouble . . . They are not far, I think. . . 
I have been watching.” His dark young face hardened 
suddenly to sternness. ‘“They will no longer stop at any- 
thing, these ones. . . Miss Sahiba, do you know what is the 
latest abomination that they have done?” 

“No,” said Miss Sahiba, with a weariness bordering on 
indifference. It seemed to her at the moment that they 
could hardly have done anything worse than dam up her 
road with that incredibly huge log. 

“They have bought a harmonium,” Taraknath informed 
her, his voice lowered almost to a whisper at this ultimate 
sacrilege. ‘“You remember how that crowd of them stood 
far off listening at Chareth last month when I played on the 
little beautiful one ‘Jerusalem’ and “There Is A Green Hill 
Far Away?’ After I had finished, their hearts were eaten 
out of their bodies with jealousy, and they have banded 
together and bought a harmonium even more glittering 
and splendid than our own little beautiful one here.” 

He reached up to touch the small shabby organ with 
delicate fingers. 

“Oh, they have, have they?” demanded Edith Avery 
grimly. “And have they bought someone to play ‘Jerusalem’ 
on it?” 

Taraknath indulged in a brief contemptuous laugh. 
“Whom could they buy? Who for a thousand miles, Miss 
Sahiba, could make it sing but Taraknath? The noise that 
now comes from it is, I have been told, like that of pigs 
who know that their fate has come upon them.” 

“Fine!” said Miss Sahiba in a voice that was far from 
Christian. ‘“‘That being so, how about having a go at this 
log? The road ahead looks all right, doesn’t it?’’ 

Beyond the obstacle the road was once more reasonably 
free of rocks. The agitators apparently had considered the 
huge barrier sufficient. Grasping one of its ends, she tested 
its weight. The log did not budge. Taraknath joined her, 
and together they moved it a few inches. ‘‘Harder,”’ she 
gasped. 

It hurt; an ache started in her back and sweat rolled from 
her forehead down onto her cheeks. The native’s breath 
moved in short, tight sobs. “‘Harder!’’ The log moved. 

They sagged against it for a minute, breathless, before 
climbing silently back to their seats. They rode without 
conversation, impressed by the meaning of that attempted 
check. Trouble was not new; agitators against their faith 
were strewn through the whole circuit. And yet, until 
recently, there had been no challenges of this sort. The 
Ayra Samajh supporters, if unfriendly, were not custom- 
arily given to violence. Hecklers, noisy interruptions, some 
dust throwing, they often had encountered; but few such 
frank indications of opposition. There was no other pause, 
however, in their speed. 

The country was growing less rugged. There was a 
gradual thickening of evidence of life: more carts, more 
foot-wayfarers, more herds of pig and buffalo being driven 
over the fenceless land, bespoke the approach of a town. 
Strangely, the calls for assistance diminished. No petitions 
jetted from the distressed; no children ran to leap at the 
trailer’s inviting rear carrier. 
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‘nts NEW MILDNESS | 





KEEPS MY SKIN | 
| LOVELY AND SMOOTH. | 


\wirHour IRRITATION!" 


——~ —— 


needs Palmolive’s 
new, gentler beauty care! 


@ See for yourself how 
Palmolive’s new, extra mild- 
ness keeps your skin lovely and 
fresh and smooth; how its new 
perfume makes Palmolive so 
much more thrilling to use; 
and how its new hardness 
makes Palmolive last much 
longer . . . saves you money. 
Phone for three cakes now. 
Start your complexion on the 
, way to real, all-over loveliness. 


As 
TRY THE N ye MPROVED 
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@ The improved Palmolive is so 
mild... so gentle, it keeps your skin 
smooth and youthful, without the 
slightest irritation. Women in 72 
countries of the world use only this 


famous beauty soap to care for their 
complexions. 


All over Canada, thousands of new 
Palmolive users are getting a new thrill 
out of the new perfume in Palmolive. 
“It’s lovely and ‘refreshing,” they say. 
“Its fragrance makes Palmolive really 
delightful to use, especially for the 
bath.” 


Palmolive is mow scientifically 
hardened four different times in its 
making. See for yourself how much 
longer it lasts, how the thinnest wafer 
gives lots of lather without cracking. 
See how the new improved Palmolive 
saves you money. 


BM AND NOW PALMOLIVE 
ual iS HARDER, LONGER- 
LASTING. EVEN THE 
THINNEST BIT GIVES 
LOTS OF GENTLE 
SOOTHING LATHER 





“YOU'LL LOVE 
PALMOLIVE’S NEW 
PERFUME ... 
IT'S SO 

PLEASANT AND 
FRAGRANT.” 
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cree Palmolive, made with gentle ~~ — 
Olive Oil keeps the Quins’ skins 


Smooth and Lovely / 


Dafoe, for the famous Dionne 
Quins. And you know, because 
they were premature babies, their am 
skin has always been extremely 
tender and sensitive. Surely if 
Palmolive keeps the Quins’ kies 
in smooth and perfectly healthy 
condition, it can keep all your 
skin lovely too. Get some today. 
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ANNETTE. 





You’re probably very careful 
about the soap you use. Quite 
likely your skin is delicate and 
sensitive. If it is, you can’t make 
a wiser choice of soaps than 
Palmolive, made with gentle, 
soothing Olive Oil. Palmolive is 
so good, so safe, so mild, it was 
selected exclusively by Dr. 
















(Right). To go to the first fall for- 
mal in a stunning evening en- 
semble of blonde satin, as Putricia 
Ellis does, would be to create a 
sensation. The right kind. It has 
slim clinging lines in the frock and 
@ flowing circular cape to match. 
The epitome of elegance and 


glamor. 


(For right). Against the sophisti- 
cation of shining satin, here is 


Olivia de Havilland's co-ed velvet 






gown. after. the. southern. belle 
fashion. Demure but devastating. 
The high-throated net yoke is 
caught with white gardenias. 
There's a suggestion of sleeves—a 


feature for fall. 











It's as exciting as it is inevitable—this change from 
midsummer afternoon to autumn evening ... from beach 
to ball room... from swim suit to shimmery silk and satin. 
For it's a shining season. Everything sparkles, gleams or 
glitters, There's that 1900 elegance. There's the slipping 
waistline—often marked with a wide bespangled girdle. 
There's the sheen of satin, richness of velvet, luxury of lace, 
dull beauty of crepe. And an unpredictable up-and-down 


hemline. 


Joan Blondell (far left) goes to dinner in a new flaring 
tunic jacket of festively printed ciré satin over black crepe. 
Contrasting fabric in skirt and bodice is a sign of the 
times to come. 

From the Paris openings comes this fragile white lace 
gown with its black taffeta ribbon bodice and skirt insets 
(left). Both models have the lowered waistline, and the 
latter shows the Moyenage influence marked by front- 


fastened girdle and streamer effect. 


















Taffeta with crepe—a striking combination, The Paris 
model above uses the crepe in dull white and a startling 
satin waist-bow and flower in rich new tones of yellow, 
beige and green. The waistline interest and draped 
silhouette are high style features. Gathers at the shoulder 


line are in keeping with the softer silhouette for autumn. 
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HOSE people down the block. 
Seems as though every time you 
see them, they’re making home movies. 
Great sport, all right, but the cost... 


That needn’t stop you. Make your 
movies as thousands of other people 
are making them—with Ciné-Kodak 
Eight, a new-type movie camera that 
was specially designed to put home 
movies on a low-cost basis. 


A 25-foot roll of black-and-white 
film for Ciné-Kodak Eight costs only 
$2.60, finished, ready to show. Yet it runs 


We're dying 
to make 
movies, too 
—but what 
will we use 
for money? 


as long on the screen as 100 feet of ama- 
teur standard home movie film—gives 
you 20 to 30 movie scenes, each as long 
as the average scene in the newsreels. 


Full Colour with Kodachrome 

Load the Eight with the remarkable 
new Kodachrome Film, and you can 
make movies in colour—gorgeous full 
colour. Simple to make as black-and- 
white, and the cost is just a few cents 
more a scene. No extra equipment is 
needed. The colour is in the film. See 
movies in black-and-white and in full- 
colour Kodachrome at your dealer’s, 


In Canada KODAK is the registered trade mark and 
sole property of Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto 


wm 


... Money’s no obstacle—CINE-KODAK EIGHT was designed 


to make movies that fit everybody’s pocketbook 
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SUCCESS IN knitting begins before you 
cast on a single stitch! It starts when you 
purchase your wool. If your judgment in 
the quality of wool is not sure, then be 
guided by the name of a manufacturer who 
has a reputation of long standing for mak- 
ing only fine quality yarns. This reputa- 
tion has been built on a guarantee of 
satisfaction to the customer, over a period 
of years, and is your safeguard against the 
trials of washing. Resist the temptation to 
buy cheap yarns. For the few cents extra 
will pay dividends in extra wear, and will 
make your knitting worthy of the time and 
effort you put into it. 

Having decided on the yarn buy suffi- 
cient of the same dye lot. This is so import- 
ant that it cannot be overstressed. No 
matter what the color, including black and 
white, be sure that each and every ball is 
marked with the same dye lot number. An 
added precaution is to match every ball 
in the box under a good light. This will 
save you untold grief later on, as nothing 
is so discouraging as to find, when you have 
finished knitting a skirt or a sweater, that 
there is a streak the width of the whole 
ball of wool across the middle of it. Some- 
times this can be remedied by having the 
whole garment redyed, but this necessi- 
tates stripping or bleaching the color out 
of the garment; and certain colors do not 
react to this treatment successfully. So 
beware! knitter—beware! 

The next step is the selection of the 
design. Certain yarns are adapted to cer- 
tain stitches, and if you have decided on 
a thick cozy yarn, the design of the garment 
should be as simple as possible. The fine, 
dainty yarns are those that are intended 
for the lacy stitches. If the wool is not the 
same as that specified in the design you 
have chosen, it should be approximately 
the same weight. The importance of this 
can’t be stressed too strongly, as it is 

to make a garment of the same 
size and measurements as those given in 
the book if the wool is either finer or 
heavier. It is equally necessary to use the 
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needl@s. specifi Mize analtell or | 
will size of the garm one 
size. Take heed, therefore, in making the 
selection of your design, your yarns, your 
needles. Much of your future success lies 
in the selection of these three important 
items. 
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Testing the Tension 

IT IS AN established fact that no two 
people knit at exactly the same tension; so 
smart knitters always try the “swatch 
test.” This consists of casting on twenty 
stitches, or if there is a pattern, the number 
of stitches required to make up the pattern. 
Knit twenty rows in the pattern chosen. 
Press the swatch and count the number of 
stitches to the inch, also the number of 
rows to the inch. Compare this”with the 
tension given in the directions. If you find 
that there are more stitches to the inch, 
in the directions, try using needles a size 
smaller; if less stitches use needles a size 
larger. The other alternative is to subtract 
or add the necessary number of stitches to 
make the correct measurements. 

Just keep in mind that whenever you 
change (a) the size of the needles or (b) the 
weight of the yarn or (c) the stitch pattern, 
you automatically alter the tension, and 
the garment when completed will not be 
the same size as given in the directions. 

Another little-known fact is that the 
term, “ply,” does not signify any special 
weight or thickness of yarn. A three-ply 
yarn can be heavy enough to make wind- 
breaker coats or fine enough for the most 
delicate infants’ garments. Three ply 
simply means three strand. Yet how often 
do we ask for a three-ply yarn with a very 
definite type of yarn in our minds? 

There are so many new types of yarns 
making their appearance every day that 
you should experience no difficulty in 
selecting one that will suit your own par- 
ticular type. If you are petite you can 
wear knitted styles made of almost any 
weight of yarn. But if you tend to be size 
18 or up—your best plan is to ally yourself 


to those yarns which will flatter you when 
knitted. There are so many variations of 
the bouclés, some all-wool, some mixtures 
of wool and silk in novelty twists and 
some with multicolored nubs that give a 
luxurious tweedy effect, that you will have 
no difficulty in making a choice. These new 
yarns knit up quickly and when finished 
hang with such tailored precision that they 
form the backbone of every modern 
woman’s wardrobe, no matter what her 
activities. 


How to Make Knitteds That Fit 


How many times do you find the style 
you like, in the size that you wear, made 
of the yarn you had in mind? Experience 
shows that you can whisk away many an 
odd hour before you will find all these 
essentials at once. But what a thrill 
awaits the knitter who can choose a style 
and then knit it to her own individual size! 
And from there it is a simple step to select- 
ing a stitch from one, combining it with 
the style of another and then knitting it to 
size. 

If you have taken to heart all my advice 
given above about the “‘swatch test,”” you 
will find this matter of changing sizes a 
simple one. 

Take your measurements accurately. If 
you vary from the regular size—and most 
of us do somewhere, by having too gener- 
ous hips, too broad shoulders, long arms or 
added height—have someone take your 
measurements for you. In making a skirt 
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96, making 110 to cast on for the ribbing. 
Follow the directions in the book until 
you come to the underarm; cast off 3 more 
stitches on each side, and knit up to the 
shoulder. Bind off 3 more on each shoulder, 
and 2 more at the neckline. This distri- 
butes the 14 added stitches between the 
neck, shoulder and underarm. 

This same rule applies in reverse to 
making a garment smaller than the size 
given. For each size smaller, cast on as 
many less stitches for each inch. Make the 
length of the armhole shorter by half an 
inch, and the shoulder narrower in propor- 
tion. Cast off fewer stitches for the under- 
arm, shoulder and neck. 

If this sounds too complicated, you will 
be interested in the hand-knitting patterns 
that come in all sizes, accurately worked 
out so that they fit perfectly. Each pat- 
tern includes a tissue pattern of each indi- 
vidual part of the garment; directions and 
explanations given in the fullest detail of 
each part, and very accurate details about 
the finishing of the garment. In fact they 
are a boon to the beginner and the ex- 
perienced knitter as well. 

If you take the precaution to dash your 
gay-colored needles or cold steely ones 
under the water and wash them, you will 
prevent having a dark line across the 
beginning of your garment. This is espe- 
cially necessary if you are using light-colored 
wools, which soil so easily. 

After all these preliminary instructions 
you can at long last take up your design, 
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the most important measurements are the 
waistline, the hip and the finished length. 
The width around the bottom can be 
figured out by adding ten inches to the hip 
measurements. For example, if the hip 
measures thirty-eight inches, make the 
width around the bottom forty-eight. 

Before making the cardigan or pullover, 
take the measurements of the waistline, 
the bust, the desired length from the neck 
to the lower edge, the length from the 
shoulder to the waistline measured over the 
bust, and the length from under the arm to 
the waistline. 


Changing the Size 
WITH THESE measurements in mind and 
the “swatch test’’ in hand, it is a simple 
problem in rapid calculation to figure out 
the correct number of stitches. For each 
size larger than the one given in the direc- 
tions, add on the number of stitches neces- 
sary to make an inch. If the directions call 
for 96 stitches for a size 16 and you area 
good 20, and you have 7 stitches to the 
inch (the same as the tension given in the 
directions), then you add 14 stitches to the 


ROBB 


Woollens 
* 


Press and Block 


Your Garment 


needles and wool and proceed to cast on 
the first few stitches. There are two intri- 
guing ways of casting on stitches. 

Many of the most accomplished knitters 
cling to the “thumb method,” because 
that is the way they learned ’way back 
when. This method consists of making a 
slip loop about 30 inches from the end or, 
if making a skirt, the desired extra length. 
Slip it onto a needle and hold needle in 
the right hand; *with short end of the yarn 
make a loop on the left thumb, insert the 
needle in this loop from left to right, and 
with long end bring yarn under and over 
needle and draw through loop on the 
thumb, tighten short end with the left 
hand; repeat from * for the required 
number of stitches. 

The difficulties with this method are 
very definite. There is the hazard of leav- 
ing just the right amount of yarn—it is so 
annoying to run out about four stitches 
from the end! It is more difficult too to get 
the edge even. 

The alternative is so easy to learn and 
does away with the problem of leaving 


{Continued on page 24} 
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don’t spare the moth balls, and put them 
away clean. Moths feed on dirt. 


Finishing Touches 


Skirts can be finished at the top either 
with a beading or a casing for elastic. It is 
a matter of taste. 

Beading is made with a crochet hook. 
Work 1 treble (twice around the hook) in 
first stitch on waistline, * chain 2, skip 
2 sts. on the edge, 1 treble in the next st., 
and repeat from * around. Join with a slip 
stitch and cast off. 

Casing for elastic for skirts. Holding the 
wrong side of work toward _you, chain 3, 

* skip 1 st., 1 slip st. in the’next stitch at 
left in the fourth row below; chain 3, 1 sl. 
st. at the top of skirt in third stitch to the 
left of first st., chain 3, repeat from* around 
the top of skirt ending with a slip st. in the 
first stitch. 

Finishing bottom of skirt. When crocheting 
around the bottom ofa skirt, skip every 
sixth stitch. This will keep the edge firm 
and prevent it from frilling out. Work all 
other rows in every stitch. This crocheted 
border can be varied to any width and gives 
a nice finish to the hemline. 

Ribbing bands. Ribbing is used as a 
trimming at parts which are meant to be 
snug—such as the waistline, cuffs and 
neckline. It is usually neater if done on 
needles one or two sizes smaller than used 
for the remainder of the garment. 

Shaping the shoulder. The stitches at 
the shoulder are usually taken off four or 
five at a time starting at the outside edge. 





THE TROUBADOUR 


by Audrey Alexandra Brown 


| have found a 


| have found a lady sleeping in the wood. 

Only last evening | revelled it with laughter 

By candlelight in the tavern: warm to our blood 
Was the spiced ale, and ruddy the tapster stood 
And our song roared up to the echoing oak rafter. 
O | was gay who will never be gay hereafter! 

| have found a lady asleep in the wood. 


For | followed a wild wind over the curve of the down 
Into a windless glade, and there she was lying: 

First | caught the gleam of her tawny gown, 

Then the glint of her hair, and her hair is brown, 
Sun-gilt: see what glittery webs have wound her, 
Bright with dew! None other but | have found her 
Since here in the dawn or the dusk she laid her down. 


She does not dream in her sleep: the lashes lie 

Soft on a cheek too still for joy or for sorrow: 

Her lips are neither stirred to a smile nor a sigh, 
Though half-a-hundred feet should pass her by: 

Hush — we have many a shining hour to borrow; 

What though she should not open her eyes tomorrow — 
There's year on year on year until we die. 


Tread softlier for the sleeping lady's 
| will be still, | will coax her a drowsy number 
Out of the strings of the ivor 
A fantasy of delicate sound 
Who has forgotten earthly care and cumber: 

| will sit till my beard grows grey, | will not slumber — 


And she will never awake. 


a lady sleeping in the wood. 

Only this morning | was merry, was merry — 

For | walked in a silken jerkin and green hood, 

And sweet was the taste of my barley-crust, and good 
Was the glossed fruit of the ripe blackthorn berry: 
Only this morning | was merry, was merry — 

| have found a lady asleep in the wood. 


A neater finish is achieved, if instead of ! 
casting off these four end stitches, you 
turn and purl back to the neck, leaving 
four more unknitted on each row. Cast all 
the stitches off together when shaping is 
completed. This makes a straighter edge 
than if done four at a time. 

Helpful hints. When starting a row, do 
not slip the first stitch, unless so stated. | 
The edge will be stronger if all the stitches | 
are knitted and it will not be so likely to | 
sag or stretch. 

Use a finer needle to pick up stitches on} 
an edge—for collar, border or sleeves— | 
and change to the regular sized needles in 
the second row. If the stitches on the very | 
edge are too loose, pick up the stitches | 
next to the edge. 

Cast on and off loosely to give the edges 
the same elasticity as the knitted fabric. 
If you have difficulty in casting off loosely 
enough, use needles that are a size larger. 

To bind or cast off, knit 2 sts, * pass the 
first stitch over the second, knit another 
stitch, again having 2 sts. on the right- 
hand needle. Repeat from * until only 
lst. remains. Break off the yarn and draw 
it through the last stitch. 

To slip a stitch, take it from one needle 
to the other without knitting it. Insert 
the needle as if to purl, unless otherwise 
stated. 

To pass slip stitch over knit stitch 
(P.S.S.O.), slip one stitch, knit one stitch, 
then with the left-hand needle, catch the 
slip stitch and pull it over the end of the 
knit stitch and the end of the needle, so 
that only one stitch remains, 
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Here was a dream cottage. 


windows. 


on the lawn. But .-ee 










in whispers. 
ingly decorated. 
perfect taste. 


polished oak. 





ANSWER -- The loveliest home can be spoiled by 





tattle-tale gray in your curtains and linens -- 


that dingy color that shows they aren't. 
clean. 
Fels-Naptha! 


really 


So why use lazy soaps? Change to 
It brings you richer golden soap 


and lots of naptha to loosen dirt thoroughly 


and wash it all away. It makes linens, 


curtains 


and all your clothes so beautifully fresh and 
snowy they add charm to your home instead of 


spoiling it. 
see how easy it is to ee. 


Banish “tattle-tale gray" 
with Fels-Naptha Soap! 


Get a few golden bars today and 


tnd 


INSIDE -- Those who entered, criticized 
Why? The rooms were charm- 
Colonial furniture in 
Ruffly curtains framing 
a garden window. Quaint hooked rugs on 
What was wrong? 
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~ Lois 


OUTSIDE -~ Everybody stopped to admire. 
White stone 
and shingle, gleaming in the sunshine. 
Lacy evergreens before deep-set 
Two tall elms standing guard 






















































































Care of the EYES 





HE first step to protect your 
Thhtys eyes is taken immediately 
after birth—when the doctor or nurse 
drops a solution of silver oe Se 
its eyes. This simple precaution , 
ready reduced blindness from “babies” 
sore eyes” by 75 per cent. 

Baby's eyes need constant care. Make 
sure that the sun never shines directly 
on them—not even when sleeping— 
for those delicate eyelids do not give 
sufficient protection. If the eyelids ever 
become swollen and red, and a dis- 
charge appears, call a doctor at once or 
take your baby to a hospital or clinic. 


Cross-eyes always require early atten- 
tion. Today, eye specialists are saving 
thousands of children from this per- 
manent handicap. Even when the 
squint is barely noticeable, a tendency 
to crosseyes can be diagnosed and 
preventive measures undertaken. 


begins in Babyhood 





The most common defect in school 
children’s eyes is farsightedness. To 
get a clear image of nearby objects, 
which seem blurred, the eye muscles 
are strained. Glasses relieve such strain 
and prevent the eyesight being seri- 
ously and progressively damaged. Even 
tiny children who are very farsighted 
or extremciy nearsighted should wear 
glasses, 

Childhood diseases occasionally leave 
the eyes in a weakened condition. You 
can be certain that your child’s sight is 
normal only by having his eyes exam- 
ined. If the verdict is favorable, you 
will be reassured. If there is a defect 
which needs correction, you will always 
be thankful it was discovered. The 
Metropolitan will gladly send you, 
free, a booklet “Care of the Eyes,” 
Address Booklet Department 9-L-37, 
Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE 
INSURANCE COMPANY 


NEW YORK 





CANADIAN HEAD OFFICE—OTTAWA 


SERVING CANADA SINCE 1872 








Your Knittin g Successes 


(Continued from page 22) 





just the exact amount of yarn. First make 
a loop on the left-hand needle; insert the 
right-hand needle through the loop. Throw 
the yarn over the right-hand needle; and 
draw through the loop to make a stitch. 
Slip the stitch on the left-hand needle. 
Repeat this until the desired number of 
stitches are cast on. 

After casting on the required number of 
stitches, knit the first row by putting the 
needle into the back of the stitch. This 
makes an edge which isn’t loopy and which 
is even and firm. When doing ribbing, do 
the knit stitches only in this manner and 
purl in the ordinary way. After the first 
row, knit in the regular manner. 


How to Change Colors 


Of course everyone knows that you 
should change colors only on the plain side 
of the work; but when introducing a stripe 
into ribbing a good trick is to knit the 
first row of the new color in stocking stitch, 
i.e., plain knitting, instead of knitting and 
purling. The second row is done in ribbing. 
When changing back to the original color 
the same rule applies. You'll like the 
effect. 

One place where it is necessary to keep 
your knit-wits about you is where you are 
working with two colors at the same time. 
This is apt to prove nerve-racking, unless 
you know the easy way to go about it. If 
you are familiar with the Continental way 
of knitting, you know that the wool is held 
in the left hand, and brought over the 
first finger. The right-hand needle is used 
simply to hook the wool through the 
stitch (like crocheting). Most Canadians 
knit the Scotch way, with the wool held in 
the right hand, while the right first finger 
flips it over the end of the needle to make 
each stitch. 

Here is the trick when working with the 
two colors at one time. Hold the one color 
in the right hand and knit the Scotch way; 
and with the other color in the left hand 
knit the Continental way. Sounds deep 
but just try it. This is the method used in 
knitting Fair Isle Sweaters, those with the 
patterns in multicolors that were made so 
popular by the Duke of Windsor. 

Sometimes it is not necessary to carry 
the second color along the back; and in that 
case you have one ball for each color, at 
each place where the second color is intro- 
duced. When changing to the second 
color, twist or interlock the two colors at 
the back before starting on with the second 
one. This prevents a gap in the work where 
the two colors meet. 


Washing Wisdom 


The success of laundering your woollens 
is greatly simplified if you buy quality 
yarns, which are guaranteed tubfast and 
sunfast. Bargain yarns have the queerest 
habit of playing truant in color and hide- 
and-go-seek in size. 

It is a wise knitter who follows the pre- 
caution of making an outline of the garment 
on brown paper before giving her garment 
its first bath, because once it is wet it is 
difficult to tell what the original size and 
shape of the garment were. 

Success depends on: 

Choose fine pure soapflakes with no 
alkali base. 

Make an extra rich suds, using about 
twice as many flakes as you would for other 
fabrics. Soapsuds take the place of rub- 
bing. 

Cool the temperature of the water till it 
is medium warm. 

Wash as quickly as possible, squeezing 
out the dirt. Use a second suds in prefer- 
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ence to rubbing soap directly on the gar- 
ment. Do not lift the garment out of the 
water as the weight of it will be apt to 
stretch it out of shape. For the same reason 
keep the garment supported in the hands 
when squeezing out the water. 

Rinse in water the same temperature as 
the suds. 

Do not leave any soap in the garment 
after rinsing. 

Wring as dry as possible. 

Roll the garment in a Turkish towel to 
knead out any excess moisture. 

Unroll at once and be sure to shape the 
garment according to its original measure- 
ments. If necessary, pin it with rustproof 
pins every half inch. If there is more than 
one color, place a towel between the front 
and the back, so that there is no chance of 
colors turning fugitive. 

Dry as quickly as possible near the heat. 
It is not wise to place woollen garments 
directly on the radiator. Whenever pos- 
sible dry your woollies outside. 

An excellent way to block garments after 
washing is to put them to dry on stretchers 
that are made of rustproof cast aluminum 
wire, They dry to size and shape and need 
no further pressing. 


To Press Woollens 


Pressing is not ironing. So many ama- 
teurs are apt to take a very hot iron and a 
very wet cloth and press and press until 
there is no character left in the knitting. 
Instead of having ups and downs and ins 
and outs, the knitting will all lie completely 
flat and most likely stretched out of shape, 
while the garment itself will wear a limp 
dejected appearance. 

Instead, a barely damp cloth should 
be stretched over the knitting and a quite 
hot, but not scorching iron should be 
held lightly above the cloth, without touch- 
ing it. The steam from the iron through 
the damp cloth does the pressing and gives 
new lustre to the garment. 

The garment should be left to dry thor- 
oughly after pressing. 


To Block a Garment 


Lay a pad on the table on which you 
can pin your garment. Fasten a cloth over 
the pad. Turn the garment wrong side out 
and using rustproof pins, pin it to the pad 
every half or three quarters of an inch, 
shaping it out to the original measurements. 
Lay a wet cloth over it. Pass a hot iron 
lightly over the cloth, allowing the steam to 
go through the garment. Do not allow the 
weight of the iron to rest on the garment. 
Leave the garment pinned down until 
thoroughly dry. 

To block a skirt, follow the same general 
rule: Tack a colored thread up the centre 
front and back from the lower edge to the 
top. Turn the skirt inside out, pin the 
centre front and back together on the iron- 
ing board. The top of the skirt should be 
pinned every half inch or so. Do the same 
to the hem, stretching it to the desired 
width. As the sides of the skirt have a ten- 
dency to stretch more than the rest, it is a 
good plan to run a tacking thread up the 
edge of the side seams and draw the thread 
up ever so slightly until the sides measure 
the same as the front and back. This 
should not gather the work and prevents 
sagging at the sides. After the skirt is 
dry, steam out the creases at the side 
seams, 


The Care of Woollens When Not in Use 


When you are not wearing them, place 
your knitted clothes in a drawer or on a 
shelf. They prefer it to being draped over 
a hook, or tossed on a hanger. The weight 
of the wool will drag them out of shape, 
and skirts which have been just the proper 
length will resemble an evening dress, 
when you go to put them on. 

When the good old summertime comes, 
wrap them in plenty of newspapers. 
Moths don’t read and newspapers don’t 
appeal to them. They adore to snuggle in- 
to the cozy folds and lay their eggs, so 


garment. K gives your head basic contours, an 

interesting silhouette, a rightness of line. Then 

you can go ahead and experiment with curls and 
swirls and parts and rolls. 

I just mention that before we talk about the coming 
styles in coiffures, because Andre Alexis Muzet, of New 
York, pointed it out to me when he was describing the new 
season’s fashions in hair. And he’s one of the world’s 
famous hairdressers. 

The haircut should give your head the right proportions 
—cover your defects and make your head shapely. Then 
you can go ahead and follow the newest styles. And 
however much you do, you'll still keep your own person- 
ality and merely adapt new modes to it. You can’t help it. 
And that’s the secret every really smart woman knows 
about herself, her beauty aids and her clothes. 

You know how it’s going to be about clothes this year? 
All soft lines, pleating, shirring, tucking, draping. And 
uneven hemlines and folded girdles and sashes. And the 
hats—they’ll be tucked and manipulated and draped more 
than ever. Since the hats follow the dresses and the hair 
follows hats—there’s a movement toward even more 
graceful coiffures, curls laid in the fluffiest of rolls, long, soft 
lines, sweeping effects. And that, says Muzet, is half the 
hairdress. Keeping it in line with the general costume and 
effect. Making it part of the grand ensemble—every wave, 
every swirl, every dip conforming to the simplicity or 
elegance or svelteness of the tout ensemble. 

Canadian women, says Muzet, have the great fault of 
not considering the whole. They may have a beautiful hat 

-a striking gown—a smart pair of shoes—or a becoming 
hairdress. But rarely all together, woven into one complete 
and apparently artless whole. Don’t buy a hat without 
knowing what color your shoes will be. Don’t go to the 
hairdresser without taking your hat and getting the effect 
with it on as well as off. 

You know how the page boy bob caught on this summer 

that long, smooth childish hairdress with the under- 
curled roll at the bottom? Just when everything was “‘up” 
from the hairline? Well, that was a natural summer style. 
Necklines go down, hair goes down. Wide hats need 
something under them, and a flatness on top. The page boy 
was this season’s interpretation of that mode. 

For autumn, the long bob will remain. There’s going to 
be a perfect outbreak of wide black hats, especially among 
the younger fry. The long bob will accompany them. But 
with the coming of high fur collars, the new high, upturned, 
profile type of hat, hairdresses go up. 

Now we're talking about daytime and street things. You 
know that for evening the sky will be the limit and every 
woman is her own master. Personality can take full swing 

and ornamentation of all kinds promises to be even more 
marked. For it’s a season of formal elegance, sparkling, 
glittering glamor. There’ll be the curls and puffs and waves 
of the 1900’s—the elaborate Mae West headdresses to 
accompany those gay nineties gowns. There'll be all the 
distinction and charm of the Louis Quinze (fourteenth and 
fifteenth century) says Guillaume of Paris. 

This brilliant little man, master of Paris craftsmen in his 
work, tells me that women are just learning to comb their 
hair properly. For years they didn’t bother. And it’s the 
kind of thing you can’t learn all at once. He believes the 
new styles will be up in front to show all the face, down at 
the back in large, soft rolls or curls. The top promises to 
remain flat. {Continued on next page} 


A GOOD haircut is as important as a good foundation 
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BZIAUTY CULTURS 


A DEPARTMENT OF STYLE, HEALTH AND PERSONALITY . . 


Tvo world-famous hairdressers discuss the coming 
coiffure fashions with Chatelaine telling how each 
woman can adapt the new modes to her own type 


by ANNABELLE LEE 





An autumn adaptation of the page boy bob, so popular during the summer with the young Canadian 
girl. Here is the more formal fall interpretation. Coiffure by Peter, the Elizabeth Arden Salon, Toronto. 
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“1 do love your evening tints, 
Jane Seymour!” 


“T’ve been using the same shade of rouge and lipstick for ages,” 
said a client who came to my Salon. “I’ve always thought it suited me. 
But lately it seems to look all wrong.” 


“My dear woman,” I said, “you can’t choose rouge and lipstick for 
ever and ever amen. The smart thing to do is to change the shade to 
harmonise with your clothes. And especially in the evening.” 


“But this is a revelation!’’ she said. “I always thought it was a law 
of the Medes and Persians that make-up had to match your colouring.” 


“So it has,” I said, “but supposing, like so many women, you're 
wearing the new mulberry and wine fabrics, you'll find my new fuchsia 
make-up indispensable. 


“It looks best after you’ve banished all traces of shabby sunburn 
with my Bleaching Cream, and got your skin into good condition with 
Cleansing Cream, Juniper Skin Tonic, and Orange Skin Food. Then 
make up with Petal Cream and Peach Powder, my new Fuchsia Rouge— is 
No. 6 Mulberry Lipstick and my new Blue Eye Shadow. The effect’s 


quite ravishing.” 
It certainly was in her case! For I happened to meet her at a party 


the other night, and I saw she’d followed my advice to the letter! “I Jane Seymour 
do love your evening tints!"’ she said. - ff 
BEAUTY PREPARATIONS | 


Ask for my preparations at any smart cosmetic counter, and 
also for my book “Speaking Frankly.” You'll find it enter- 
taining reading, and so helpful in choosing just the right 
beauty aids to suit your own needs. If you have any difficulty in obtaining it, please 
write me: Jane Seymour, Lumsden Building, Toronto — mentioning your dealer’s name, 


and I will gladly send you a copy with my compliments. ae 
Trade Mark 
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ET'S take a trip through the New 
York markets and see the lovely 
new styles for fall and winter. 

M'dears, they're glorious! You'll 

say so yourself, when you see them. 

They are elegant, simple and so 

utterly suitable to every type that 
there is no reason why we can't all be 
the ''Best Dressed Gal in Town’ this 


autumn. 
aa 


The afternoon frocks run to sculp- 
tured waistlines — you know, that 
slim-hipped effect that we all love to 
wear (and | do hope you're taking 
care of your figgers, my lassies, for 
we don't want any double tire effect 
through the middle). 

Skirts continue to be short — about 
14 inches from the floor. Waistlines 
have a tendency to be lower — to 
enhance the slim-through-the-middle 
effect. Necklines are definitely high, 
although in some of the softer styles 
the V neckline is very good. Draped 
bodices, with that lovely, soft bosom 
contour so flattering to most women, 
are very important. 

ie 


In evening dresses you'll see many 


short skirts — and I'm telling you that ° 


all through the country women will be 
wearing shorter evening dresses. 
Some of these styles are shown at 
about eight inches from the ground, 
all the way round — very full and 
gay. Others have the short front, 
rippling to a little train in the back; 
till more have "points'' of length — 
dipping to the floor one place and 
almost knee-high the next. 

Now, don't say, ''l won't wear short 
evening dresses." Keep an open mind 
and see them before buying your fall 
dance frock, 


FASHION 
SHORTS 


By KAY MURPHY 


———~ Short skirts... 


=, high hats . . big 
bouquets... by 
these signs will 


you know the 
_ Fall fashions, 
says New York 


New autumn frocks feature the 

graceful sculptured waistline, 

short, swinging capes and 
pleated-fringe sashes. 


"Don't dress’ dresses and dinner 
suits are more exquisite than ever this 
fall. Black velvet is a leading fabric 
in these smooth outfits — and gener- 
ally they are quite shortish — some 
are fourteen inches from the floor, 
and others go almost to the ankle. 
Worn with one of those new 
pene hats — say, a huge velvet 
chrysanthemum perched on a sam 
bandeau — these ensembles are stun- 
ning for “after five" affairs, which 
may end up in the theatre or at a 
restaurant, 


Fine wools are very popular in the 
afternoon dress styles; velvets and 
brocades lead in the evening picture, 
and black satin is seen in dresses for 
both afternoon and evening. 


As you might expect — the first 
fall afternoon dress will probably be 
in black. Yes, black is again the lead- 
ing afternoon dress shade. Black with 
silver — black with white — black 





Gaily in the fall mood are these 
black velvet draped turbans. 
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” You tell her, Edith’ 


"Who me? Never! let Jane do it” 


“NO, CANT. YOU TELL HER, MADGE” 





OAN must be told! But who will 

tell her—and how? No wonder 

each one of her friends tries to pass 
the problem on to the next one! 


It’s a hard, thankless thing to tell 
a girl that she is personally un- 
pleasant to be with on account of 
underarm perspiration odor. It 
seems inexcusable that she should 
have to be told, in these modern days! 


It’s so unnecessary to offend in 
this way. For you can be safe all 
day, every day, in just half a minute. 
With Mum! 


No bother to use Mum. Just smooth a 
bit of Mum under each arm—that’s 
all there is to it! Slip into your dress 
without a minute lost. No waiting for 
it to dry; no rinsing off. 

Harmless to clothing. You can use this 
dainty deodorant cream any time, you 
know—after dressing, just as well as 





before. For it’s perfectly harmless 
to clothing. 


Effective all day long. Mum never lets 
you down, no matter how strenuous 
the day. Start with Mum—and you'll 
come home as fresh as when you 


started. 


Soothing to the skin. It’s soothing to 
the skin, too. You can shave your 
underarms and use Mum at once. 


Doesn't prevent natural perspiration. An- 
other important thing — Mum does 
not prevent the natural perspiration 
itself —just the unpleasant odor of 
perspiration. 


Are you making it uncomfortable 
for your friends by your own care- 
lessness? Play fair with them and 
yourself by making Mum a daily 
habit. Bristol-Myers Company of 
Canada, Ltd., 1239 Benoit Street, 
Montreal. 


LET MUM HELP IN THIS 
WAY TOO. Use Mum 
on sanitary napkins 
and enjoy complete 
freedom from worry 
about this source of 
unpleasantness. 


M126 


takes the odor out of perspiration 


The most popular line of the season will 
be the heart-shaped line—hair back at the 
temples, cut at the sides, to make a line 
with the chin in heart shape. It’s import- 
ant to remember that a long, fluffy bob, a 
la Joan Crawford, is messy looking with 
high fur collars. Don’t affect it in winter 
time for outdoors. The sweeping page 
boy line at the back with its roll at the 
hairline is a grand cover-up if you're 
growing a longer bob. 

It’s interesting to know that there is a 
definite Canadian type—which makes the 


famous hairdressers give distinctive study | 
to Canadians when they come here. Very 


few Canadian girls have the wide, short 


face—that Southern European contour. | 


So it isn’t necessary to comb the hair high, 
directly over the forehead to give added 
length, as is best with that type. Here, 
faces are long, allowing for a variety of 
styles. You know that a centre part cuts 
the face, so don’t have it unless you want 
to make your face shorter and wider. A 
low forehead should never have a middle 
part. The thin, long face needs, along with 
a middle part, the hair fluffed out at the 
sides and flat on the top, to look its best. 

Ears are smart now. For summer 
especially, the hair has been swept back in 
clean lines to give a breezy look. But 
there’s also an autumn trend for hair over 
the ears. For a square cut jaw, too large 
ears, or a too long neckline, the hair is more 
suitable that way. 

You can curl the hair out or under—the 
under curl gives a more sophisticated line, 
the outer a fluffier, more youthful one. If 
you’re wearing a bouffant frock of light, 
foamy fabric, try the outer curl. If your 
gown is svelte, slick, clinging, wear the 
inner curl. 

And by the way—if you’re wearing your 
hair over your ears, you can still bring it 
back at the temples and get a clean, young 
line there, then wave it in soft swirls over 
the ears. It’s a flattering style—particu- 
larly to the round-faced. 

Your hair has a natural part, and if 
you're not sure about it, find out the next 
time you go to the hairdresser. If you go 
against it the hair refuses to curl or lie 
properly. And perhaps that’s why your 
wave doesn’t stay in. 

If your eyes are good, build your hair 
high to set them off. Remember that 
straight hair is trying, even for a very 
beautiful woman. When the hats tilt for- 
ward, the back line of the hair is important. 
This year, with high hats, many off the 
face, the front line is watched carefully. 
There'll be a lot of curls and waves around 
the forehead. And bangs for those who 
can wear them—in their soft, wavy 
version. When the hats tip over one side, 
as they will do, then the silhouette is 
extremely important. The hairdressers 
will pay a lot of attention to it. Remember 
that furs are at their best with lots of curls. 

Muzet believes that the older woman 
has come into her own. With years of 
study, she knows what she can wear. She 
isn’t careless with her coiffure (not if she 
wants to be smart). Younger girls often 
rely on their youth too much and lose a 
great deal they could achieve. 

The older woman, like her younger 
sister, will find the natural hair color best, 
says Guillaume. But, as the use of a tinted 
powder brings out natural skin beauty, a 
brightening shampoo is never amiss. If the 
hair is white, a purple-tinted rinse makes 
it more exquisite. It’s more beautiful if 
there are darker and lighter shadings. 
Completely white hair is too monotonous. 
Often the older woman looks her best with 
ear rings — particularly if she has a 
hollow look at the line just below the ears. 
The older woman’s beauty lies in her 
interest, her difference. Therefore she has 
great scope in planning her hairdressing 
to fit and develop her personality. And 
she has an ally in the hairdresser. 

All hair should be shampooed weekly. 
And regularity of brushing, shampooing, 
etc., is important. Don’t change your 
hair style more than once or twice a year. 
Most women can follow style trends with 
a slight adaptation rather than a change. 
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= = you look always lovely 


SUMMER ... with ocean and the 
white sands calling you... slim young 
bodies flashing into caressing waters. 
Summer . . . whispering of romance 
in the night silence . . . bidding you live 
each thrilling hour intensely. 


Yes! But there must be no pale cheeks 
after the swim—no streaked or patchy 
rouge after tennis under the glowing 
sun—no shiny nose. You must keep 
serenely beautiful under all conditions 
if you would fully enjoy summer. 


Be your most beautiful 
‘‘summer self’’. Princess Pat 
rouge, powder and lipstick used to- 
gether give you summer-proof make- 
up. You can go in swimming and come 
out with color perfect—or dance 
through the evening with 
one application of Princess 
Pat lasting make-up. 

Princess Pat, the only duo- 
tone rouge, gives color, 
which moisture will not 
affect, colorso natural that 
it actually seems to come 
from within the skin. 
Princess Pat powder clings 
longer because no other 
powder is almond base. It 
gives a pearly opalescence. And, of 
course, Princess Pat lasting, inner- 


tint lipstick, 
PRINCESS PAT 
RG a oe es 





Y & 


Get this Special — 
Week End Set.. 


The popular Week End Set contains Princess Pat 
rouge, almond hase powder and lip rouge. Also new 
booklet of valuable beauty secrets by Patricia Gordon. 
This Week End Set to bring you loveliness, unfailingly. 


I GORDON GORDON LTD., 489 King St. West, 

| oronto 2 

t Dept. C718. Enclosed find 1%¢ (coin) to help pay 
postage and packing. Please rush Princess Pat 

Week End Set and Beauty Booklet described above 


City and Prov, 
IN U.S.A. PRINCESS PAT. LTD., CHICAGO 
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The Promise Beyond 


(Continued from page 17) 





“To meet you, Miss Sahiba.” 

“But I expect no one. Who is it? What 
did he do?” 

“He tried to prevent a bride from 
reaching one of the rich baniva of the 
village.” 

“He what?” 

The man raised his hands in expressive 
puzzlement. “He is a friend of yours, 
Miss Sahiba? A tall sahib with hair like 
that of a gold mohur.”” The harmonium’s 
asthmatic melody sifted into the room. 
Deogharia frowned. “I am not sure it 
would be wise to attempt a meeting just 
now.” 

There was an abrupt crash, an anguished 
cry; then pandemonium. The pair within 
the tiny house raced to a window, to look 
upon a scene of frenzied confusion. A 
dozen natives—some armed with clubs, 
some brandishing rocks, all yelling madly 
—milled around Taraknath like angry 
spokes about a defenseless hub. Their 
attention was obviously centred on the 
organ, and its guardian received punish- 
ment only in his attempts to protect it; 
blows directed toward its rapidly crushing 
sides fell upon him, dust flung at it show- 
ered him brownly. As he stood trying to 
cover it with his small, lean body, quick 
hands reached out and jerked him violently 
away; and the little instrument collapsed 
with shocking abruptness into a pulpy, 
splintered wreck. 

“No!” screamed Deogharia, 
and helpless. ‘“‘No—no—no!” 

With their primary purpose accom- 
plished, the Ayras paused indecisively—a 
momentary hesitation. Then one of their 
number, more forward than the rest, 
snatched up a rock and flung it toward the 
automobile. It crashed through the 
windshield in a shower of glass. Embold- 
ened, the remainder of the group immedi- 
ately attacked the car and trailer with a 
shower of clubs and stones. 

Deogharia clutched at his guest as with 
an impassioned cry she made for the door. 
“No, Miss Sahiba, no! They are danger- 
ous. You must not go out there!” 

She fought at the clinging, friendly 
hands. “Oh, don’t be a fool! Let go— 
they'll wreck my outfit!’ Freeing herself, 
she burst through the door. The sunlight 
was so strong that for an instant she was 
unable to distinguish details. Then her 
vision cleared. 


frantic 


IN THE CENTRE of a demoniac whirl- 
pool of action she be held a great, blonde 
man. He had taken a club from one of 
the natives and was whaling the others 
away from her battered equipment. 

Before the harsh effectiveness of his 
sweeps, the Ayras scattered like chaff. A 
banged skull or so, a few cracked ribs and 
elbows, and they were gone as suddenly as 
they had come. The big man snapped the 
perspiration from his forehead. ‘“‘What a 
country you picked out!” He grinned 
casually. ‘Hello, Edith.” 

“Shelton—-Shelton Westby—what in 
the world are you doing here?” 

The man’s amused eyes did not leave 
hers. “Just now I seem to be protecting 
what I take to be your more or less local 
habitation and abode.”’ He contemplated 
the car and its awkward appendage with 
unconcealed derision. ‘Though that’s 
not exactly what I’ve come half around 
the world to do.” 

“You seem to be going in for fights 
today,”’ she said. 

“Do you mean that rumpus this 
morning? Listen, Edith, that kid wasn’t 
over ten years old!” He hesitated, and 
then hurried on with an impatient move- 
ment of his massive shoulders. “Not that 
that was what I came for either! They 
told me at Budaum that you were due here 


today, and I got here early this morning so 
as to be sure not to miss you. I was mosey- 
ing around, just looking—and heaven 
knows there isn’t much to look at !—when 
I caught sight of one of those carrying- 
things—”’ 

“A palanquin.” 

“in that little grove just outside of the 
town. The men that had it in charge were 
cooling off under the trees. They yelled 
when I went up to look at it, and came 
running over. They told me that inside 
was a bride for one of the high muck-a- 
mucks of the village. Just then the wind 
blew back the curtain and I could see 
inside.”” He paused again, his face bitter 
with incredulity. ‘She was just a child—a 
baby !—dressed up in a lot of heavy, rich 
clothes. She’d been crying, and the paint 
and dust on her face were streaked with 
tear stains and she sat there looking out at 
me just like a little animal that I caught 
one time in a box-trap . . . it was awful!” 

Edith Avery nodded. “Exactly.” 

“Well, I let that animal go, and I 
thought I’d have a try at letting her go, 
too. I asked the bearers who her father 
was, and then I asked them perfectly 
decently to take her back to him. They 
laughed in my face, saying that the father 
was sending one of the richest dowries they 
had ever seen. Imagine a man pushing a 
baby like that into marriage! I decided 
to take her straight back to him, and tell 
him just exactly what kind of a beast I 
thought he was. And I’d have done it, too, 
if some fool hadn't called the police.” 

“You didn’t used to be quite so—shall 
I say emotional, Shelton.” 

Shelton Westby ran _ rueful fingers 
through the bright thatch of his hair. “I 
know it, Edith. But there’s something— 
there’s something darned upsetting about 
this country !” 

Edith Avery smiled ironically. ‘‘You’d 
better come inside,” with a motion toward 
the sky’s brassy floor. 

When they were within the slight cool- 
ness afforded by Deogharia’s walls, she 
seated herself in the long wicker chair and 
faced him squarely. ‘‘Well?” 

He accepted the challenge at once: “It’s 
been a year, Edith . . . I want you just as 
much as I ever did, and I’ve come to tell 
you so.” 

“Sure—?” she asked slowly. ‘Sure that 
I’m what you came for, me—or to prove to 
yourself again that Shelton Westby always 
gets what he sets his mind on?” She held 
up a quick hand against his protest. ‘Oh, 
I’m not criticizing! But look at me—”’ She 
held herself a little straighter as she said it. 
“Are you sure that this picture—dusty 
and tired and weatherbeaten is the one 
you’ve been holding? Or a girl in a white 
dress laughing over a white gate—with the 
smell of lilacs washed in rain all around 
her?” 

Westby looked at her, his eyes calm as 
his Ontario sky. ‘You haven’t changed 
Edith,” he said. ‘““You’re just the same.” 

“You always had self-control.” She 
smiled. “The picture you had shattered as 
soon as you saw me, and you know it.” 

“Maybe,” he said slowly. ‘Also, maybe 
—after the bits of it quit spinning and 
settled into the new pattern—lI like the 
new one better than the old one. . . And I 
wouldn’t be putting any bets that that 
supply of self-control is inexhaustible.” 
He grinned a little, half-embarrassedly, 
turning slightly away. ‘‘As far as I’m 
concerned, you were one up on Helen of 
Troy the first day you stood up to recite 
‘Young Lochinvar’ in the fourth grade 

. And you still are!’ 

“Is that what you came all the way from 
Ontario to tell me?” she asked, the cool 
eyes dancing. 

But his gravity held. ‘‘My letters must 
have given you an idea about that! Why 
didn’t you answer, Edith?” 

She met his gaze honestly. “I didn’t 
know what to say—my work here has kept 
me so absorbed.” 

His voice was abruptly harsh. ‘Just 
pull up and think for a moment, Edith. 
You used to be able to think pretty 
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Ti HIE PROOF /S 
IN THE WEARING-/ 


Wherever you go...whatever you 

do... Kotex Sanitary Napkins stay 

Wondersoft... Can't Chafe... 
Can't Fail... Can’t Show 


Only Kotex has 3 types 


Because one-size napkin will not do for every 
woman—no more than one-size hat, dress or pair 
of shoes. Besides women’s personal needs are 
different on different days. Only by trying “All 3” 
—Regular, Junior and Super Kotex—can you 
meet each day’s exact needs! 


KOTEX 
WONDERFORM BELT 


—designed to wear 
with Kotex Sani- 
tary Napkins. This 
narrow type belt 
adjusts to fit the 





In the Green Box, 
JUNIOR 


In the Brown Box, 
SUPER 


In the Blue Box, 
REGULAR 


cure clasps prevent 
slipping. 25c. 
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MUMMY, DO 
GROWN-UP LADIES 
LIKE TO WASH 
THEIR FACES? 






YES, DARLING__WHEN 
THEYVE DISCOVERED 
THIS VERY SPECIAL 
SOAP THAT 
KEEPS SKIN PRETTY ! 
















vard against 
5smetic Skin the way 
Screen Stars do... 


oe can use cosmetics all you wish, 
yet guard against choked pores 
with Hollywood’s beauty soap. 

Lux Toilet Soap’s ACTIVE lather sinks 
deep, removes every hidden trace of dust, 
dirt, stale powder and rouge. Many a 
woman who thinks she removes cosmet- 
ics thoroughly is risking Cosmetic Skin 
—dullness, tiny blemishes, enlarged pores. 
Yet it’s so easy to be sure: Before you 
renew make-up—ALWAYS before you 
go to bed—use Lux Toilet Soap. 

Lovely Irene Dunne... and 9 out of 10 
other screen stars use this gentle soap. 
Why don’t you begin to use it today? 






1 USE COSMETICS 
BUT | DEPEND ON 
Lux Toiwer Soap 


TO GUARD AGAINST 
Cosmetic SKIN 













with red — black with royal — or 
black alone. 
& 


l've been seeing plenty of soft, rich 
yellows for evening — and deep wine 
— silvery blue — and an interesting 
shade se purple which has plenty of 
reddish tones to it, making it ver 
easy to wear by practically all 
women. 


Grey suits for street wear are 
again with us — while the mannish 
tailored type is still important, there 
are many being shown in striking 
combination with fur. One long- 
coated, fitted grey wool suit had grey 
krimmer sleeves, and another had a 
little extra bolero jaeket of krimmer 
over its fitted long coat. You could 
wear the little bolero with other out- 
fits. 

6 

There are three distinct silhouettes 
in fall coats. The princess or fitted 
style — a straight-hanging garment 
with fullness toward the back — and 
the real swagger style, which is show- 
ing a great deal of back fullness this 
season, 

The dressy novelty crepe wools are 
important fabrics in the coats, and 
lavish fur trimmings are seen on the 
daytime garments — such as bands 
of krimmer, whole tops of silver fox, 
collars, pockets and whole sleeves of 
- and often complete bodices of 
ur. 

Collars of fur tend to be smaller — 
in the sports coats you will see a 
great many with pointed tailored col- 
lars of flat fur, and "cupcake collars” 
— the kind that tuck up around your 
chin — Grey, brown, rust, wine and 
green are the important coat colors 
in the sportsy-looking coats; black, as 
usual, is the leading dressy coat color. 

e 

You gals who love your knitted out- 
fits will have plenty of fun this fall, 
for knitted one-, two- and three-piece 
styles are very popular and very 
smart. The softer wools — angoras, 
zephyrs and the like — are the most 
important ones, and the classic types 
are leading. Soft browns, gold, rust, 
green and a lovely warm shade called 
“red currant’ are all good knitwear 
colors. 

@ 

It's truly remarkable what they are 
doing with velvet this fall. | still think 
it is one of the loveliest, most womanly 
materials in the fashion world, but 

ou know the heartbreak we have 
hod until the past few years, with our 
pretty velvets getting marked and 
worn looking after a few weeks wear- 
ing. 

Sew the new velvets are just about 
proofed against everything. You can 
wash ‘em — yes, actually put them in 
a tub and wash them — you can pees 
boiling water on them — and walk on 
‘em . . . goodness, | saw a demon- 
stration of these new velvets, and 
they even had a motor car run over 
a dress, then took the dress, brushed 
it off — and you'd never know it had 
had such a thrilling experience. 

It seems that the yarns that go into 
making the velvets are treated before 
they are woven, and I'm telling you, 
they seem to stand just about every- 
thing! 
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Saw a lovely little black velvet 
afternoon dress, with gored skirt 
edged with white lace, and white lace 
plaques on the short sleeves. 

Another black velvet dinner suit 
had a whole silver fox around the bot- 
tom of the skirt. 

And brown velvet, overlaid with 
narrow strips of mink, was an after- 
noon dress I'll not forget in a hurry. 


Handbags will be smaller and very 
new in shapes and handle treatment 
— black suede bags will lead the 
parade for fall. 


Plenty of flowers and jewelled clips 
will be worn in the hair and the page 
bob will continue to be popular, al- 
though now they are advocating 
“cascades of curls’ down over the 
nape of the neck. 

Certainly the longer hair treatment 
is the smartest for autumn. 

g 

| do hope you have your waistline 
nice and slim, for that is where you'll 
be found out if you've been a 
naughty girl this summer and thrown 
all your good habits of exercise, eat- 
ing and girdle control to the winds. 

But you've time yet — Get into 
condition before buying your new fall 


outfit. 
3 


| wish you would follow a certain 
color scheme in your fall outfit. Say 
you decide to have a black coat — 
and a black afternoon dress — and a 
black hat. Wine accessories will be 
worn a good deal with black this 
autumn — also a bright red, and a 
warm green. 

If you buy your accessories care- 
fully, you'll Find these will go nicely 
with other dresses or outfits you have 
in your closet, or intend to buy. 

A grey dress goes very well with 
black — or a wine or red dress — If 
you have brown as a basic color, try 
to include a deep warm yellow dress 
— probably a knitted one — in your 
biadaat, You'll love it. 

* 

Do not buy one thing for fall with- 
out seeing it being worn with several 
outfits. This applies particularly to 
you gals who go to office or to col- 
lege. Your budget is limited yet you 
must always look smart. 

If you decide on one color scheme 
for fall (like the smarter-dressed 
women generally do) then don't buy 
even a hanky that does not harmon- 
ize or contrast correctly with your 


outfit. 
xB 


Rouge and lipstick will — as for the 
ast few seasons — be used deftly 

and subtly. The smarter women will 
not rouge or lipstick loudly for day- 
time, nor will they make up their eyes 
to exaggeration. The more natural- 
looking you can keep your daytime 
make-up, the smarter you'll be. Of 
course, for evening, with soft lights, 
etc., you may "shoot the works," but 
over-emphasis in make-up is, as al- 
ways, considered bad form. 

And get yourself a couple of nice 
perfumes, one for the day — a light 
one — and a more exotic one for the 
evening. For there will be more per- 
fume than ever used this fall — it's 
that kind of a season! 
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She had been almost as right as though 
she had had vision to guide her instead of 
memory; the first one thrust toward her 
was a small brown boy, and she knelt to 
swab the wounded foot with iodine. But 
when she rose to turn to a child with a 
baby in her arms—a terrified child who 
was hardly more than a baby herself—a 
little boy stopped her, holding out a badly 
swollen wrist with a desperate whimper. 

Edith Avery stared down at it despair- 
ingly, biting her lower lip. °Sprained, 
maybe? Or just strained—or badly 
wrenched? It couldn’t actually be broken. 
When they were broken, she remembered, 
they hung limp. Well, a bandage seemed 
indicated in any case. She fished the gauze 
and the adhesive tape out of the kit, and 
turned to the child with a reassuring smile. 

“Here, here!’’ said a quiet voice at her 
shoulder. ‘‘How about letting me take a 
hand at that? If you wind it as tight as 
that, he’ll be pulling it off in half an hour 
when it begins to throb. You look after 
the baby; if I take every other one, we'll 
clean up in no time.” 

“Oh, Shelton!” she murmured on a long, 
quavering breath, and suddenly the sore- 
headed little baby over which she bent 
looked as beautiful as an angel. “Shelton, 
where in the world did you come from? 
And at this hour of the morning—”’ 

“Slept in the car,” he explained briefly. 
“TI thought it might be a bright idea to 
keep an eye on that precious caravan of 
yours, as I didn’t see your dark-skinned 
ewe lamb anywhere about. This one needs 
boric acid, Edith. And how about some 
sulphur ointment for you, sister?” 

He moved with no appearance of haste, 
but under his sure, deft fingers the long 
line was drifting effortlessly away. 

“We could have done with some 
splints,” she heard him comment profes- 
sionally. “And a dusting-powder—Oh 
well, hang it, we’re not running a hospital 
on wheels! There, that’s the last.” 

Westby came a little closer to her, 
touching the bruised shadows under her 
eyes with a gentle finger. 

“Didn’t get much sleep, did you? Well, 
neither did I. Let’s get that trailer and 
hook it on to my car. It’s much faster and 
easier riding; the organ-player can follow 
in yours.” 

Her hands made minute negation. 
“Taraknath’s gone.” 

“Scared off, eh?’”’ He smiled, but his 
eyes were even gentler than his touch had 
been. “‘Well, then, we'll just leave it, and 
I'll send someone back later. After all, 
we're not running a parade.” 

She said, “‘I’ll drive it myself. They 
didn’t scare me off! I’m not going back—” 

She broke off, looking toward a sudden 
clatter. 


A FEW YARDS away stood Taraknath, 
and at the sight of what he was dragging 
behind him, she was at his side on wings, 
her heart slugging in her chest like a fist. 
It was a harmonium, riding proudly on a 
little wheeled platform. In the hot 
sunlight it flashed triumphantly, as if 
preening itself upon its resplendent 
superiority over its dingy predecessor. 

“Taraknath! Where did you get that 
thing?” 

“I have pulled it all night over the trail 
from the village of the Ayras.” He patted 
the shining metalwork. “Is she not truly 
of a great beauty?” 

“But— they didn’t. . . 
it to you?” 

“No,” the harmonium’s custodian ad- 
mitted carefully. ‘They did not, perhaps, 
exactly give it to me, Miss Sahiba.’’ He 
rubbed at his wet forehead. ‘That trail 
was most long—and rough, no doubt.” 

Edith Avery, trying to make her grey 
eyes stern above the singing in her heart, 
said in a voice which she hoped contained 
more conviction than she felt, ‘But, 


they didn’t give 


Taraknath, but you shouldn’t — you 
shouldn’t have done that. That’s simply 
stealing !”’ 


“Stealing?”’ cried Taraknath, obviously 
shocked to the core. “Stealing, when Miss 
Sahiba herself saw what those—forgive, 


please—devils did to our other little one?” 

““Yes,’’ murmured the redoubtable Miss 
Sahiba weakly, “‘but—”’ 

“What is it that the Great Book itself 
says?”’ demanded Taraknath, his humble, 
courteous voice for once imperious. ‘‘Does 
it not say ‘an eye for an eye, a tooth for a 
tooth, a—’”’ 

“A harmonium for a_ harmonium,” 
supplied Westby helpfully. 

“Oh, hush!” murmured Edith Avery, 
absently; but her eyes, steady on his, said 
something quite different. ‘Taraknath, 
listen. You didn’t hurt anyone getting 
that thing away, did you? I mean, you 
didn’t hurt anyone . . . much?” 

“T, Miss Sahiba? I, who would not hurt 
so much as my little brother, the fly? No, 
no—it was—forgive, please—those devils 
themselves who have built the little floor 
with wheels that I might bring down to 
the village this shining one.” 

“T told them,” said Taraknath blandly, 
“that something was not in order. They 
desired that I should make agreeable 
noises of the kind that they had previously 
heard me make on the Little Beautiful 
One. But I was regretfully obliged to 
inform them that though the glitter of the 
one that you now see was undoubtedly 
superior, in other ways inside it was very 
sick indeed; it would make noises only like 
very bad groans and screams .. . I 
showed them,” remarked Taraknath, with 
commendable modesty. 

Edith Avery closed the fingers that were 
tentatively stroking the corner of the 
harmonium down sharply over its gaudy 
decorations. “You mean it’s no good?” 

Taraknath lifted his hands. ‘Perhaps I 
have exaggerated slightly when I said 
that it was too sick to make any sounds 
at all. . . I told them that if I brought it 
down here where I had hidden my tools, I 
was quite sure that I could make it work. 
That, I think, was the truth, Miss Sahiba. 
Shall we not see?” 

His hands were already on the keys, his 
eyes on some scene, far, far from the dusty 
roadway in which the three of them 
lingered, incongruous and fantastic as 
figures in a dream. 

The tall girl at his side dropped her 
hand swiftly over his moving fingers. “‘All 
right, Taraknath—all right. It sounds— 
quite good . . . Shelton, how would you 
like to spend your honeymoon in jail?” 

Swell!’ And at the look in his eyes the 
color flamed suddenly under the cool 
bronze of the girl’s face. ‘“‘When do we 
start?” 

“Let’s start now. The Society has 
power—so I’m not promising jail, but—’”’ 

“But you are promising a honeymoon?” 

“Yes.”” The low voice was a little lower 
than usual. “If you'll help me finish my 
itinerary.” 

“A deal!’ he whooped. ‘“‘Just so long as 
the road leads to Ontario!” 

Under his strong, quick hands the little 
harmonium swung up to its slot in the 
running board as lightly as any glittering 
bauble from a Christmas tree, and even 
before the bolts had clamped down, he 
turned to flash her a swift smile over his 
shoulder. 

“Look, Edith—what about riding a bit 
with the keeper of the keys? Good kid, 
that—we’d better hang on to him.” 

Edith Avery nodded, choked with 
happiness. 

“Anything else, lady?’’ Westby cried. 
“Doggone it, honey, do you know what 
this is going to be? Fun, that’s what!” 

Fun! Oh, lovely and forgotten word 
small and gay and comforting. She rested 
her cheek against the harmonium, sud- 
denly feeling the tears, so long unshed, 
against her weary eyelids. Blessed, lovely, 
idiotic little word—fun! 

Climbing to the seat beside the radiant 
Taraknath, she sat tense for a moment, 
until there came the sound of the strong, 
competent meshing of the gears in the car 
ahead. Then she leaned back, suddenly 
relaxed and secure, against the sagging 
cushions, as the small caravan wove slowly 
down the faulty road toward the promise 
beyond. 
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“A RE you a golden blonde, ma chérie 
...or a dusky brunette? I say to 
you, whichever is your coloring, your 
| face will derive a vivid look of glamour 
from the new Woodbury powder shade, 
Windsor Rose. Every woman’s skin has 
tones of creamy-pink and ivory-peach. 
This I find when I test Woodbury’s 
lovely powder for the face on my fash- 
ion mannequins, It is these living tints 
of the skin that make Windsor Rose 
so full of youth and flattery for almost 
| every complexion.” 


Like all Woodbury’s Facial Powder, 
the new costume shade, Windsor Rose, 
is germ-free. It helps guard against 
blemish-causing germs... means much 
to the clear smoothness of your skin. 
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Awaken the youthful bloom of 
your complexion with Woodbury’s 
Cold Cream. It softens, helps guard 
from blemishes, stimulates skin’s 
breathing process. 


our skin ... like you, yourself... 

quickly responds to a little loving 

care. Yes, almost at once it shows 

the results of gentle lubrication with 
Woodbury’s Germ-free Cold Cream. 

Puckering, dry skin relaxes its tense 

. texture and feels smoother to touch. 

That’s Woodbury’s first task in bring- 

ing you a younger-looking skin. 

This lovely cream is germ-free and 
your skin is grateful. For the pores and 
tiny fissures in your skin are breeding 
places for blemish-germs. Only so long 
as you guard your skin against the 
germs that cause blemish-infections, 
can you hope for a complexion as clear 
and unruffled as a garden pool. 


To the last this Cream is 
Germ-free 

To the very last dab in the jar, this 
cream helps arrest the growth of 
blemish-causing germs that have be- 
come lodged on your skin. The second 
way in which Woodbury’s Cold Cream 
coaxes clear radiance to your complex- 
ion. And there’s a third . . . Sunshine 
Vitamin D. This new ingredient in 
Woodbury’s quickens the youthful 
breathing process of skin cells. 


The companion to the cold cream is 
Woodbury’s Germ-free Facial Cream. Use 
it lightly as a smooth foundation for your 
rouge and powder. Both of these lovely 
creams come in jars at 50c, 25e and 15c; in 
tubes at 25c and 10c. 


MAIL NOW FOR 10-PIECE COMPLEXION KIT! 


All the essentials for a lovely skin! Trial tubes Woodbury’s 
Cold and Facial Creams. Guest-size Woodbury’s Facial Soap. 
7 shades Woodbury’s Facial Powder. Enclose 10c to cover 
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Perth, Ontario. 
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straight . . . What have you accomplished 
during this year?”’ 

At that she lifted her face, steady lipped, 
edged with a small, pale smile. 

“Not much. Taraknath, of course. But 
maybe that’s not much to boast about.” 

“Taraknath? Oh, the little brown devil 
who was fighting for your midget organ; I 
heard them yelling at him . Edith, 
haven’t you missed me?” 

“Oh, Shelton — oh, Shelton — dread- 
fully!” She leaned forward, her face 
flaming with sincerity. ‘You don’t know 
what a fool I am—when it comes to ban- 
daging them up and dressing those ghastly 
sores—and their eyes—oh! You can’t even 
think how horrible it is not to be able to do 
anything about their eyes—”’ 

And suddenly, to her despair and horror, 
she was weeping; the tears flooding down 
helplessly over the stern young face she 
had learned to turn to her task. 

Westby handed her a large linen hand- 
kerchief, saying grimly: ‘“You’ve done 
what you can.” 

“But, Shelton, I’m no better—I’m no 
better than a Girl Guide! If only you’d 
been here to help me—if only you’d been 
here to tell me—how in heaven’s name can 
I do anything about their souls when their 
poor bodies need help so dreadfully, too? 
If I’d only had you here—” 

The tall man with the bright hair rose 
to his feet somewhat abruptly, letting her 
fingers fall. 

“IT see. I might have been quite useful. 
Well, that’s something, I suppose.”” He 
paused wryly, then went on. “I’ve come a 
long way—to say one thing. I love you— 
want you. I’ve been patient,”’ he added 
steadily, ‘“‘but a time comes when patience 
seems a lonely, stupid thing—just as it 
seems mad for you to be visiting these 
villages alone.” 

“T have an assistant,’’ she said briefly. 
“Besides, I’m only doing what scores of 
other representatives are doing. I’m safe 
enough.” 

“All right, I won’t say any more now.” 
His eyes were level lances. “I'll be here in 
the morning. Sleep—and then perhaps I'll 
ask you once more if you'll come back to 
Ontario with me.” 

“Ontario,” she whispered. 

“Ontario—”’ Suddenly he was on his 
knees beside her, and at that one word in 
the shaken voice it rose once more before 
her, her torment and her delight: green 
hills and slanting rain, gentle skies and 
dark lawns, snow, clear eyes— instead of 
this circusy caravan winding through 
waste places . . . those strong, sure hands 
to guide her home from the thorny empire 
of woman alone— 

“Please—not any more—not any more, 
just now. In the morning, Shelton. In the 
morning—”’ 

When he had gone she whispered it again 
to herself, as though it were a_ promise to 
forlorn child. ‘‘In the morning.” Whis- 
pered it again as she closed her eyes against 
the pictures which stood out clearer than 
ever in the darkness. She saw them 
sharply, as though a stage had been split 
for two playlets. The hurried, exhausted 
awakening at dawn to care for the unend- 
ing stream of misery already waiting for 
her, the choked-down breakfast, and the 
dusty, rutted road to the next village. . . 
And the other picture—green and sweet 
and clean, filled with the fragrance of 
raspberries with dew on them, and that 
crystalline, half-forgotten sound of running 
water; the little brook in the orchard sing- 
ing to itself—and the flower beds that 
bordered the flagged path to the gate, gay 
with mignonette and pansies. Heart’s-ease, 
they used to call them . . . heart’s-ease . . . 


THE DOOR’S open mouth gave upon a 
segment of the night. One wheel of her 
little car showed; and suddenly recollec- 
tion of Taraknath returned with a rush. 
Immersed in her shock at Shelton’s appear- 
ance, she had completely forgotten him. 
She frowned wearily. What on earth was 
the child doing? And where was Deogharia? 
There was something ominous about the 
silence in the usually noisy little village. 
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From the doorway the only life that she 
could see about the outfit was a sniffing 
scrofulous dog. 

She sighed, stirred, and was halfway to 
her feet, forcing herself out of the comfort 
of the long chair, when the sound of a light, 
swift step on the gravel outside caused her 
to sink back into its refuge. She had not 
known how mortally tired she was until 
she tried to stand up. ‘‘Oh, Deogharia! I 
was beginning to worry . . . Is Taraknath 
all right?” 

The native framed in the doorway lifted 
tragic eyes. ‘‘No, Miss Sahiba.” 

“‘He’s not—He’s not hurt?” 

“No, Miss Sahiba—worse. His mind 
has gone bad. He is with the Ayras.” 


She whispered incredulously, ‘The 
Ayras!”’ 
Deogharia’s glance once more slid 


downward. “It was the harmonium. 
Yours was smashed in the fight. They had 
a new one. The word is that he has joined 
them so that he might play it.”’ 

Slowly, out of the troubled dusk, 
memories formed, dissolved and re-formed. 


Taraknath driving all day, setting up thes 


camp, working like a galley-slave, then 
losing all trace of weariness the instant he 
sat down to pump sounds from the tiny 
organ Taraknath fearful lest any 
stain mar its brightness, any malady 
affect its mechanism Taraknath 
guarding it against injury with a care 
which he exerted for no other portion of 
the equipment Taraknath’s lifted 
face, as he sat pressing the keys... . 

This, then, had been her hold upon him! 
Not the work, nor the message, nor any 
realization of the sense of service which she 
so endlessly had sought to instill in him— 
only the simple pagan love of making a 
joyful sound. 

And with that opportunity gone, he 
merely had followed after it. 

Rising, she shrugged, as if to throw off 
this last straw. There was still the car— 
she ought to pull the canvas over it, so 
that the night dews wouldn’t damage the 
supplies. It felt stiff and clumsy under her 
inexpert hands; it was Taraknath who had 
always tended to the canvas . . . Tarak- 
nath... 

She murmured good night to Deogharia 
over her shoulder, in a voice so toneless 
that it bordered on indifference, and went 
back to the empty, silent room with the set 
step of a sleepwalker. Her eyes, wide and 
blank, were those of a sleepwalker, too, but 
on her cot no sleep came to knit up the 
ravelled sleave of her care. All night, as 
she lay staring out into the darkness, it 
seemed that she could hear distant music 

Taraknath, playing to the Ayras on 
the organ that was even more shiny than 
the little beautiful one. . . 


A LITTLE BEFORE dawn she fell for 
a few minutes into an uneasy rest; but 
it was not profound nor prolonged enough 
to prevent her from hearing the first low 
ripple of the growing murmur in the 
clearing outside. She remained unstirring 
for a minute, listening to the familiar 
sound with closed eyes and lips edged with 
bitterness. So they were waiting for her 
out there already, were they? Waiting to 
have iodine put on the smallest boy’s foot, 
and salve on the fat baby’s head, and a 
paper with little white tablets to help the 
old grandmother’s tearing cough. Appar- 
ently their poor bodies still clamored for 
her ministrations, even though their 
wretched souls were deaf and dumb. 

She got up slowly, crossed to the little 
table against the wall, and poured some 
water from the shabby tin pitcher into the 
shabbier enamel basin. The water was 
lukewarm, but as she splashed it against 
her hot face and plunged her hands in it 
up to her wrists, it felt as gratefully cool as 
though it had bubbled up from a spring set 
in ferns and mosses. She took a deep 
breath, smoothed back her ruffled hair 
with two swift gestures, picked up the 
black medical kit from the chair by the 
window, and went through the open door 
on reluctant and rebellious feet that she 
forced to move lightly and swiftly. 
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Troubles will gradually iron out and it 
won’t even be necessary to continue the 
check-up more than once or twice a year. 
Don’t pat yourselves on the back too soon. 
It is wise to continue the check-up idea on 
each anniversary of your wedding day, so 
that no little irritation is held over too long 
before it is aired. We all get careless 
sometimes, and perhaps take each other 
for granted, after we have lived together 
for a while. 

For instance, a woman frequently 
thinks, ‘““Now I am safely married, I don’t 
need to fuss so much over my appearance. 
John is crazy over me,”’ and she isn’t quite 
so fastidious about her hair in the morning, 
or perhaps her negligee or house frock is 
soiled or mussy looking. Remember you 
are still competing with women who are 
putting lots of time and thought on their 
looks and clothes, and men always have a 
wandering eye for something nifty in the 
way of feminine charm. Remember, too, 
that they are by nature polygamous; they 
simply can’t help it. You have to hold 
your man against the girls at the office, and 
the women he meets socially. 

Love is a wonderful thing in marriage, 
but respect for the other person is even 
more wonderful, because you can love a 
person and still not have a bit of respect 
for him. 

The woods are full of girls who took 
their husband’s love for granted and 
didn’t feel like fussing over hair when 
they were in a hurry mornings. They 
didn’t bother to slip into a clean dress. 
Some of them would be saved a lot of 
agonizing thoughts and hatred for that 
other woman who “barged in” and spoiled 
their marriage, if they had faced the 
problem squarely at the time. 

There is something on your side, too. 
Don’t let your husband think he can look 
like the dickens in the mornings. It does 
not take a minute for him to slick himself 
up into something halfway presentable, 
and he will feel better for doing it—and 
respect you more for wanting him to look 
nice. Don’t just bawl him out. Tell him 
how much better he is to look at, and hand 
him a compliment or two. Men are vain 
even if they won’t admit it! You'll get 
results. 

Watch your step in the early morning 
when you first climb out of bed. You can 
get off on the wrong foot and ruin every- 
thing. Lots of barbs that cut to the quick 
are caused by early-morning irritations 
that come before the coffee gets to working. 
These can easily be avoided, and some- 
thing fine and happy planted in their 
place if you are willing to make an effort. 

Perhaps you picked a man who is glum 
in the morning before he has his coffee— 
and you are as chatty as a robin! Don’t 
expect him to change into a robin, and 
don’t get irritated when he only grunts an 
answer to your chatter. Just pipe down 
and give him more coffee. He’ll appreciate 
it. 

You may say, “But I don’t always feel 
like being agreeable. I get grouchy, too!” 

Well, did you let your grouch get over to 
the boss at the office, when you were 
working? 

You have a larger investment in this 
business of marriage than you ever had in 
just a mere job. Why not protect it? 

This goes for the male population, too. 
You men don’t snar) at the ‘‘best secretary 
in the world” when you feel grouchy. She 
would leave you before long if you did. 
No, you sit on your temper and remember 
how dependent you are on her. Well, what 
about the girl you loved enough to marry? 
Isn’t she worth sitting on your temper for, 
when she is out of sorts? 

After all, your secretary has a chance to 
see other men besides you, and she doesn’t 
have to look at you before you are shaved 
and all fixed up. She can even quit you 
without going to court about it! 

Think it over, and be patient with your 
wife when she isn’t in the same mood you 
are. 


THE PROBLEM of bedrooms is an 
important part of this check-up system. 


Perhaps your husband is tidy and likes 
things orderly, and you scatter your 
things all over the place. He can’t even 
find an inch on the dresser-top for his 
hairbrush. 

Maybe he snores and keeps you awake 
so that you are cranky the next morning. 
Maybe he kicks in his sleep. 

One authority claims that cramped 
quarters in modern apartments causes a 
lot of trips to the divorce courts. You 
can’t get away from each other when you 
are in the mood to be alone. 

If you cannot afford two bedrooms, and 
these above irritations cannot be over- 
come, get a comfortable couch and put 
it in some other room. One person can use 
the bedroom, and the other the couch, 
with proper space in the dresser and closet 
of the bedroom. 

This usually works like a charm, 
especially if you as a woman are a good 
enough sport to divide the living room 
couch time, in two. One month couch, 
one month bedroom. 


MONEY MATTERS must not be left out 
of the check-up unless you have settled 
that before you were married. 

Begin right from the first with a settled 
idea about this most important item. 
Money can be a great source of irritation if 
the administration of it is a haphazard 
affair. A woman loses face if she must ask 
for money. 

If your husband is on a definite salary 
and you have no plan worked out, do as 
was previously suggested. That is, settle 
on a certain amount to save each month, 
then divide the remaining money into two 
equal parts. Each pays half the expenses 
of the household, and keeps what is left 
for himself. The result is highly satisfac- 
tory for it behooves each to be economical 
and keep down expenses so that he will 
have more money for his own use. 

In order to do this you will have to keep 
track of what you spend, and your hus- 
band will have to make a note of his 
expenditures; then you see in black and 
white just where the money is going, and 
you can pick up the places where there has 
been unnecessary extravagance. 

This method also has the advantage of 
making each free from criticism of the 
other about his own personal expenditures. 
It is his own part of the money he spends, 
and not out of the combined fund, for 
amusement or personal items as is often 
done in the budgeting system. 

If your husband’s income is uncertain 
or fluctuates, the same method can be 
used, and you will have to adjust yourself 
to lean months and good months. In all 
events, never start out being apologetic 
and asking for money. You lose your 
self-respect and he loses respect for you. 
Many wives have a miserable time over 
money matters, and fuss every time they 
want a cent, because they didn’t start 
right! 

When you are first married, and making 
a new start in life together—and still 
blinded by the moonlight and roses—that 
is the time to settle money matters and 
not after the wrong money habits have 
been formed. 

If he can’t see his way clear to divide 
the money as suggested, at least see that a 
personal allowance is made to you, even 
if it is only five dollars a month. When 
more income is developed, see that your 
allowance is increased—not by whining 
and complaining, but by putting the whole 
thing on a partnership basis. You are a 
working partner, and any laborer is worthy 
of his hire. 

But don’t you be one of those wives who 
take the pay cheque and spend it for the 
family. 

Your husband has the right to be 
something besides just the production end 
of the partnership. Nothing is more 
pathetic than the husband who has nothing 
to say about the spending of his money, or 
the husband who never has any money in 
his pocket except what he actually needs 
for lunches. 

{To be Continued} 
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ARMHOLE ODOR” 


If you use a deodorant that does 
not stop perspiration, MOISTURE 
will collect on the armhole of 
your dress and the warmth of 
your body will bring out stale 
“armhole odor”... 


= you just fee! it when a won- 
derful new man is attracted to you! 
He can’t take his eyes off you. Yet after 
one or two dance dates he becomes in- 
different. You're left alone again .. . 
hurt, uncomprehending. 

Yet it’s a tragedy that is bound to 
happen when a girl neglects that little 
hollow under her arm. So many heart- 
aches would be saved if all women real- 
ized that deodorizing alone never really 
shuts the door between you and per- 
spiration embarrassment! 


Deodorants that do not check 


perspiration cannot give you 
. complete protection 


Some deodorants aren’t made to stop 
perspiration. You go right on perspiring. 
Perspiration collects on your dress. And 
then—just when you yearn to be your 
loveliest, your dress gives off that offen- 
sive “armhole odor” which means a sure 
and ugly end to your allure! 









Isn’t it terribly foolish to take such a 
chance when Liquid Odorono’s double 
action will keep the underarm not only 
sweet, but dry—safeguard your charm, 
everywhere, every time? 

Don’t hope you’re sweet, make sure— 
test your dress tonight. When you take 
it off, smell the fabric under the armhole. 
You hate to believe it—that shocking 
stale armhole odor! Nevertheless, this is 
the way you smell to others. Now you 
can see why the nice women of two con- 
tinents never think of neglecting the 
ritual of applying Liquid Odorono.. . 
and waiting a few minutes for it to dry 

. It is regarded by them as funda- 
mental to daintiness and good breeding. 


No underarm grease—no stains— 
NO TELLTALE ODOR 


Not only does Liquid Odorono keep your 
underarm always sweet and dry —but it 
saves your frocks from both grease and 
perspiration stains. And it has no telltale 
odor to give you away! 


It is safe. The perspiration is merely 
diverted to other parts of the body where 
it can evaporate freely. Start tomorrow. 


It comes in two strengths, Regular and 
Instant. At all toilet-goods counters. From 
now on, safeguard your loveliness against 
the peril of stale “‘armhole odor’’ by send- 
ing today for sample vials of the two 
Odoronos and leaflet on complete under- 
arm dryness offered below. 


SEND 8¢ FOR INTRODUCTORY SAMPLES 


RUTH MILLER, The Odorono Co., Ltd. 
Dept. 9Z-7, P.O. Box 2329, Montreal, Canada 


I enclose 8¢, to cover cost of postage and packing, 
for samples of Instant and Regular Odorono and 
descriptive leafiet. 
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Live With a Man 
and Love It 
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to find out later and feel resentful that he 
has put something over on you—or have 
him sore because you have obligations you 
did not trouble to mention. 

All this anticipating trouble sounds 
dreary to the romantic couples with music 
in their ears and fluttering hearts beating 
in accord. They think, “Oh, phooey, we 
won’t need to do that. Everything will be 
all right for us—with our love.” 

That is just where nature fools you; 
blurs your vision. Far better to defer the 
romance a bit instead of waking up to 
tears and regrets afterward. 

The problems mentioned are the most 
vital ones to be thought out by people 
who are planning marriage. If you face 
them with clear eyes, and settle them as 
far as you can before marriage, there is no 
reason to believe that there will be serious 
rocks ahead. 

Life spent beside the right man or 
woman can be so wonderful and fine—far 
beyond your wildest dreams—if you will 
just take a tuck in here, bother to pull out 
bastings that show, or straighten the 
bulging seam that makes a rough spot. 
It isn’t difficult if you really make the 
effort you would to hold down any good 
job, but the returns will come back a 
hundredfold as you travel down the years. 


DURING THE first year, when you are 
really getting to know each other, the way 
is sometimes rough. You not only have to 
readjust your own life and habits, but you 
must adjust yourself to another’s habits, 
and his life. 

Perhaps you lived alone in a room of 
your own, and you like to scatter scanties 
on all the chairs; and your new husband is 
very neat and tidy—or maybe it is just 
the opposite. 

Little irritations that kept to oneself 
sometimes have a way of breaking out at 
the most unexpected times with angry 
words and hateful looks, and it takes a 
long time to cover over the scars that 
could so easily have been avoided. 

During the first year have a monthly 
check-up in which you both agree to be 
perfectly honest and frank, and tell the 
other fellow about the things he does that 
are irritating. Promise not to get sore, but 
endeavor if possible to change the faults. 

Make a festivity of the occasion by 
having an especially good dinner first, 
with perhaps a glass of wine to break down 
inhibitions, and then each person has his 
say. 

Better turn lights low so that you can’t 
see the hurt in each other’s faces. That 
makes it so much harder to stick by your 
guns. The light from a fireplace helps a 
lot, if you are fortunate enough to have an 
open grate. 

If one or the other is a little out of sorts, 
put off the check-up until another day. 
Never let the affair be anything but one of 
good humor or its purpose is defeated. 

Perhaps the irritations will be tiny ones 
like leaving the towels in a damp ball, or 
holding a coffee cup in two hands with 
elbows on the table while you sip. 

Give your husband a chance to let you 
know he hates the way you leave the 
grounds in the coffeepot! No person in the 
world is perfect. 

Perhaps you have been pricked pretty 
hard when he made fun of the special dish 
you had slaved over all afternoon to cook 
for him. Well, tell him about it! Make him 
see your side. Not with anger, but just 
wish he wouldn’t laugh at your attempts. 

If each partner does his part in remedy- 
ing the faults, you will soon find that 
things smooth out and there will be fewer 
and fewer objections to bring up at the 
future check-up celebrations. 
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‘a@Made. up \ype 


The Color Change Principle in Tangee 
lipstick, powder and rouge accent- 
vates your own natural coloring. 


You know that most attractive women 
are not the “made-up” types—but women 
who know their natural advantages and favor 


| them. The Tangee Color Change Principle 





makes this very thing possible for Tangee 
intensifies your skin tones. You can’t have 
that “typed made-up” look with Tangee. 


Tangee lipstick brings out your 
true feminine loveliness, On 
your lips it changes to the 
blush-rose shade most flattering 
to you. Ends chat painted look. 


Finish off a comploe natural 
make-up with Tangee Face 
Powder. In soft texture it 
brings out the warm under-glow that is nat- 
ural to your skin. Ends that powdered look! 


For natural beauty insist upon Tangee 


| for all your make-up essentials. Tangee lip- 


l 
| I 
| 
| accepted). 
| | 
| | 


| stick, 50c and $1.00, Face Powder, 55c and 
| $1.00. Rouge, Compact or Creme, each 85c. 
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PAINTED TANGEE 


UNTOUCHED 





Worlds Most Famous Lipstick 


ANGSS 


ENDS THAT PAINTED LOOK 
@ BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES! There is only 


| ome Tangee — don't let anyone switch you. Always 


ask for TANGEE NATURAL. If you prefer more color 


| for evening wear, ask for Tangee Theatrical. 


| %& 4-PIECE MIRACLE MAKE-UP KIT | 


Palmers, Ltd., 750 Vitre Street W., Montreal. Can. 
Rush Miracle Make-Up Kit containing sninionsce 
Taneee Lipstick, Rouge Compact, Creme Rouge, 
Face Powder. Send lic in coin (stamps not | 
CH-9-37. 
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A DEPARTMENT OF HOME 
MANAGEMENT CONDUCTED 
BY HELEN-.G. CAMPBELL... 
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A general view of the Chatelaine Institute kitchens, an experimental laboratory for the solution of housekeeping problems. 


We Practise Modernization 


Having preached and demonstrated for many years the economic 
value of keeping the home up-to-date, The Institute again trans- 
forms itself as a practical illustration for Canadian home makers 


earlier models which have served their day, into an 

efficient housekeeping centre, streamlined in the 

modern manner and conveniently practical for all 
its purposes. 

They were designed and constructed—these kitchens of 
ours—to serve the readers of Chatelaine. For it is here that 
Chatelaine Institute carries on many of its research 
activities reported month by month in the pages of your 
magazine. It is here that we cook, revise and perfect recipes, 
test equipment, try out cleaning supplies, make time and 
cost studies, prepare meals, compare different methods of 
work and experiment in many ways for your benefit. 

Several reasons entered into our decision to modernize 
and bring our kitchens up to the 1937 standard of style and 
efficiency. In the first place, we firmly believe what we 
preach about the importance of keeping the home up-to- 
date from the standpoint of good business in protecting the 
investment in it and the housekeeper’s pride of ownership in 
a smart, convenient workshop. Then we knew that you 
shared our enthusiasm for hadn’t hundreds of you proved 
your interest by entering Chatelaine’s Kitchen Idea Contest 
a few months ago, and sending in so many clever and 


a IESE ARE our new kitchens, a transformation from 


By HELEN G. CAMPBELL 


ingenious plans? And lastly we wanted to try out many 
new products and developments in the field of manufacture 
and base our conclusions on actual use. So we got to work, 
redesigning, rebuilding and restyling our eight-year-old 
kitchens into modern ones. 

We began with many ideas of our own accumulated from 
years of housekeeping experience and with many of yours 
contributed in your entries to the contest. Which makes 
you collaborators with us in these improvements. Besides, 
we had the benefit of industrial research and the trained 
advice of designers who have made a special study of the 
kitchen problem. And the new kitchens are a composition of 
as many good features as possible within our budget. 

As Chatelaine Institute is an experimental laboratory 
for the solution of housekeeping problems, we set out to 
learn the facts regarding different building materials and 
types of equipment. There are, for instance, four types of 
building board used for partitions and ceiling construction 
in the several rooms. The tiling of the kitchen represents 
the products of two manufacturers and the counters are 
finished in five different materials—monel metal, stainless 
steel, linoleum, porcelain enamel and wood. In the matter 
of cabinets we had a choice of wood or steel-built models 


and settled the question in the simplest way by using 
both for purposes of finding out all the advantages and 
drawbacks, if any, of each type. The purchase of a sink 
unit for each kitchen was decided in the same way, and 
now we have for comparison a monel metal and an ivory- 
colored porcelain enamel product of similar streamlined 
design, each boasting double drain boards and a deep bowl 
equipped with combination crumb cup, strainer and 
stopper. Linoleum is used on the floors in every room, but 
in different grades and styles. 

All the products used are available to any housekeeper 
who wishes to buy them, for in selecting we kept to 
standard designs, stock sizes and colors; nothing special was 
used even to the last detail of trim or finish. So the kitchen 
can be duplicated in your own home if your layout lends 
itself to this arrangement, or it can be adapted in a dozen 
different ways to fit your available floor space. 

Our problem of planning a convenient and attractive 
kitchen was greater than it would be in most houses. 
Chatelaine Institute is located in an office building of steel 
construction with beautifully wide but very low windows. 
Now, we believe in all the light you can get, but we needed 
more wall space than the original [Continued on page 41} 
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Sunbeam GLASS 
COFFEE MAKER 


Vacuum principle 

| \ . Water heated, drawn up 

x a+ - glass tube, drains once 

’ . through coffee. Coffee 
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the exclusive Sunbeam 







| glass filter roc 
IV J 7 — (patented). No bother 
~ d some. filter papers, 

. i ‘ cloths, springs, etc 
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In a sombre mood Sunbeam FLAT TOASTER 
Turbulent and passionate PO Cm 
As mountain water, ceo sgoioarer tar: pee Mpg see 








Madly leaping corner ie 
From lofty heights nt a 
Lashing ceaselessly ee 






Against centuries of stone 

Into a wild symphony, 

Or like the hoarse cries 

Of Indian warriors 

Pursuing their foes 

Riding furiously over the plains. 
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In a capricious mood : , ya 
Breaking into music Sunbeam Faia ciiis” 
Of bacchanalian dancing IRONMASTER / “ 
Played in shadowed caverns. eee i a7 
* | ; ee 
In a happy mood | : sir 
Murmuring a sweet refrain 
Through the tasselled grasses 






Of the golden plain. 
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In a caressing mood 
Singing a requiem 
Over a lonely grave. SY ELECTRIC APPLIANCES MAD 







See these famous Sunbeam appliances at Electric, 
| Hardware and Department stores, or write Flexible 
| Shafe Co., Limited 323 Weston Rd. South, Toronto, d 
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Perhaps some day I'll rise a little late, 
Dawdle in dressing, sip my tea and 
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| Then, having dreamed awhile, I'll 
| sally forth. 
Because my way lies south I'll travel 
north, 
And travel far, and not come home 
again 


Till | am scorched by sun and 
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THE BASEMENT “GOES MODERN” 





Transform your cellar into bright, 


Your entire basement can be bright and 
cheerful — a grand place to work and play 
— once you install General Electric Auto- 
matic Heat and Air Conditioning. So clean 
and compact is this modern equipment that 
it banishes dirt, soot and confusion. It 
makes it easy for you to transform your old- 


fashioned cellar into a clean and comfort- 


CANADIAN 
GENERAL @ ELECTRIC 


able recreation room — a General Electric 
Laundry —even a handy workshop ! 

By modernizing the General Electric 
way, you really gain a whole new “extra 
floor’. You enjoy the countless benefits of 
the finest oil heating and air conditioning. 
And you greatly increase the value of 


your property. 


_—e oo rr ne ee = 


cheerful rooms 


If you desire, the cost can be financed 
on the Home Improvement Plan of the 
Dominion Government, with low interest 


rates, and up to three years to pay. 

ee te 
We have prepared two illustrated booklets, full 
of interesting suggestions, which we will be glad 
to send you without charge or obligation. Simply 
fill out and mail the coupon now. 


“The General Electric Home” and ‘The New Art of Living”’. 


Canadian General Electric Co., Limited KM-47¢ | 
212 King St. West, TORONTO | 
Please send me, without obligation, free copies of the illustrated booklets: | 

| 
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Helplul Ideas rom Our New Kitchens 





One of the smartly 
designed and well 
constructed counters, 
showing the rounded 
corners which are 
smooth and easy to 
clean. The wood ex- 
tends about five in- 
= up at the back 
and prevents spottin 
or splashing the wall. 
This particular counter 
has an inlaid linoleum 
top, but another in the 
kitchen is entirely of 
birch. Above is shown 
the tile finish and a 
convenience outlet for 
electrical appliances. 


(Circle) Three open shelves built in between an 
upper cabinet and an adjacent wall serve, at the 
same time, a useful and decorative purpose. They 
hold cookbooks, recipe files and booklets pub- 
lished by manufacturers of foods and equipment. 

































From the scores of ideas de- 
veloped in our Institute, come 
these suggestions which may 
be incorporated in any home. 


(Left). A small cabinet is built into the wall which 
forms part of the archway between the two kitchens. 
lt is almost flush with the wall and painted the same 
shade. Narrow shelves of strategic height accom- 
modate such cleaning supplies as are frequently 
needed at the sink—scouring materials, silver polish, 
vegetable brushes and other small items. A little feat- 
ure which is a big convenience. 


(Right). A section of the storage cabinets showing the 
neat device which allows shelves to be adjusted at 
rie heights to store containers of different sizes. 
A shallow rack is conveniently placed on the back of 
the door, for condiments in everyday use. Or we use 
one to hold recipes, as a sim‘larly equipped cabinet 
occupies a position at the baking centre. 


(Left) A covered metal container for garbage has a 
hinged rim which holds in place paper bags — a 
sanitary and convenient method of disposal. It hangs 
at the back of the door under the sink and swings out 
when the door is opened. Also shown are two drawers 
divided for the neat storage of kitchen cutlery. In one 
a sliding tray increases the available space. 


(Right) A narrow lower cabinet ventilated and fitted 
with a sliding rack where dish cloth and towel can be 
kept out of sight, but within easy reach. Also illus- 
trated is a section of the steel mesh doors which 
screen the radiator and provide an attractive front for 
the spacious working counter above. Behind them is a 
place where step-stool may be stored when not in use. 





A_ sketch of the 
lumiline light which 
is placed out of 
sight under the 
drop of the upper 
cabinet, to shed its 
glow over the 
countertop. A 
similar one under 
a higher cabinet 
illuminates the 
cooking surface of 
the range. The neat 
little container for 
paper towels — 
painted the samo 
color as the walls 
—hangs on theend 
of the cupboard 
facing the sink. 
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content with a single purpose in life; it is a combina- 
tion reception room, office and studio where room 
settings are arranged and new ideas tried out. 

This is where we receive our guests—housekeepers who 
come to consult us on a problem of marketing, cooking, 
cleaning, entertaining or some other phase of home-making; 
manufacturers to ask our opinion of designs or styles or to 
make application for test of a product; advertising agency 
representatives who want the woman’s angle on things, 
or whoever it may be on whatever business. 

So it’s an attractive room for all our Institute demands 
with walls of fireproof wall board, papered in soft toned 
green and woodwork painted to match. The paper—a 
Canadian product, by the way—has a modern, fern leaf 
design, carried out in white and light green tones against 
the somewhat deeper ground. At a distance it gives the 
effect of a plain wall but the graceful pattern adds interest 
on a closer view. The almost-full-sized rug laid over pro- 
tecting and softening rug-cushion is a_broadloom 
type in a lovely eggplant shade which harmonizes beauti- 
fully with the green background. These two colors—green 
and eggplant—predominate in the chintz draperies enliv- 
ened a bit with pink and white in the floral pattern. 

Two easy chairs repeat the pinky contrast—covered in a 
new, smart cotton fabric with an outlined block design. 
Another chair, which has a walnut trim, is upholstered in a 
more formal material of interesting weave. Several walnut 
pieces complete the furnishings. 

But the room, it seems, has a chameleon nature, for it 
readily changes its aspect and personality according to the 


[eon ENTRANCE to Chatelaine Institute is not 





Reception Room. . 


and Kitehen Detail 


Built into a modern office building, 
these attractive rooms in Chatelaine 
Institute have been redecorated and 
modernized to ensure their interpreta- 
tion of the newest practical ideas for 
the homes of Chatelaine readers 


demands made on it. Sometimes it’s a bedroom—it was 
three different ones in so many days a while back—some- 
times a living room, a breakfast nook, or whatever back- 
ground we want to create for furniture groupings, window 
treatments and so on. The secret of the transformation is a 
number of prefabricated board panels four feet by eight 
feet which we set up to build the size and shape of room 
desired for our purpose. Some of these have windows of 
various design so we merely select the right one and stand 
it in its proper location. Then we paper the new walls, 
arrange the furniture, hang pictures, dress the windows, 
choose appropriate accessories and we’re ready to photo- 
graph the room as an illustration for a Chatelaine article. 
In this way we experiment with color schemes, furniture 
groupings and decorative ideas. Here also we arrange a 
selection of new fabrics, wallpapers, or floor coverings 
before the camera’s eye and pass on to you news items 
regarding style trends. Of course, we sometimes go far 
afield to photograph in shops or homes where we find a 
setting which we think is an interesting suggestion for you, 
but our studio serves the home decorator in many ways 
and is an important part of the Institute’s activities. 
Not only is this room used for experiments in decoration 
but for practical tests of cleaning equipment—vacuum 
cleaners, dusting tools, carpet sweepers, wall brushes, 
floor mops, furniture polish and so on. It has been the 


centre of studies in the care of the house and in many 
different phases of housekeeping. All with one purpose in 
mind—to provide the readers of Chatelaine with interesting 
ideas in creating attractive rooms and practical hints on 
keeping them spick and span. 


A corner of the re- 
ception room and 
studio where room 
settings are planned 
and tried out, show- 
ing the attractive 
color harmonies. 


A sunny corner of 
one of the Institute 
kitchens showing a 
working surface built 
in under a_ wide 
window. 
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We Practise Modernization 
Continued from page 37 
layout allowed. To make up that deficiency we built up 
two window openings as accommodation for the sinks. 
Another on the west side of the room was brought to the 
same level and a counter placed across the full width. This 
meets the working surface along the south wall and is 
supported at the opposite end by a narrow cabinet—one of 
the standard sizes useful for filling in small spaces. The 
radiator underneath this window presented a slight diffi- 
culty which was finally overcome by concealing it behind 
two doors with steel mesh panels, open at the bottom to 
allow free circulation of air and in no way interfering with 
the heating system. 

There was also an awkward jut at one corner of the room 
but it turned out to be a blessing in disguise, for by exag- 
gerating it with building board it gave us that attractive 
corner with three open shelves which you can see in the 
photograph—the very place for electric appliances in 
common use. With their smart modern lines and attractive 
finish they add their bit to the decoration of the room and 
best of all, they’re within easy reach when required. 

Unsightly, exposed pipes overhead were hidden from 
view by using fabricated board to build a second ceiling 
a foot lower than the original one which was of extraordin- 
ary height. And by furring it down to meet the fronts of the 
upper cabinets as shown. This, at the same time, makes a 
neat finish—quite handsome, in fact, with its chromium 
band trim—and eliminates a favorite lodging place for dust. 

Both kitchens, which are divided by a large archway, 
were treated in the same way to solve similar problems 
and present a unified, streamlined appearance. Each one, 
however, is equipped in a somewhat different way to suit 
its special purpose as a testing laboratory. The main or 
larger kitchen is arranged to provide three definite work 
centres in sequence and good relationship to each other. 

There is ample cabinet space for the convenient storage 
of supplies and utensils used at each unit—staples, cutlery 
and baking dishes at the refrigerator and preparation 
centre, cutlery, dishes and cleaning equipment at the sink 
and dish-washing centre, cooking cutlery, fryingpans, 
platters, tea, coffee, and so on, at the range and serving 
centre. Cabinets are of good design and excellent con- 
struction with single-panel, non-warp doors, good hardware, 
adjustable shelves and roomy drawer space. Each com- 
partment is planned for the purpose it serves; cutlery 
drawers have dividers and a sliding tray. Others are metal- 
lined and ventilated, one for storing vegetables, another for 
bread near the serving counter and still another adjacent 
to the preparation counter for flour and sugar. One of the 
small lower cabinets is ventilated and equipped with a 
sliding towel rack, another is fitted with upright dividers to 
file, not pile, trays, and another at the sink has a garbage 
can hung on the back of the door. 

You'll notice that the refrigerator and stove are free- 
standing, in an alcove formed by the surrounding wall and 
cabinets. They were not built in for the reason that this 
equipment is not permanent in our kitchens, but comes in 
for test and is returned when we have completed our study 
of them. They are then replaced by others of different 
shapes and sizes. Therefore, the Institute kitchens must 
have even greater flexibility than a [Continued on page 43} 
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Chatelaine recipes are tested before publication, 


the place where food products and dishes under 


“Tite DINING ROOM of Chatelaine Institute is 
Isn’t the 


test come for their final examinations. 
proof of the pudding in the eating of it? 

Some pass with flying colors when judged at the table 
on the basis of flavor, texture and appearance and are 
included in the recipes published in Chatelaine month by 
month. Others fail on one or more counts and must go 
back for revision preparatory to coming again before the 
board. Still others are dropped—figuratively speaking— 
if they’re judged too dull ever to make the grade or fit in 
with our standards of good taste. 

And so it goes; many are cooked but comparatively 
few are chosen. , 

We conform to the general opinion that meals should 

be eaten in pleasant surroundings and have decorated our 
dining room with this in mind. The problem of exposed 
pipes presented itself and was solved by the same treat- 
ment as in the kitchen. The new ceiling was dropped down 
to ordinary room height to achieve more pleasing propor- 
tions and conceal the necessary but unsightly piping. It 
also does its bit in decorating the room, for the square 
panels—somewhat larger than in the kitchen and of differ- 
ent manufacture—are interesting and attractive overhead. 
We left them in their natural finish here rather than 
painting or coloring them in any way and we like the effect 
so well that we recommend it to you in case you’re reclaim- 
ing an attic or a cellar from a storage place to a pleasant 
room. 
Linoleum which was laid on the floor several years ago is 
still in such good condition and still such good style with 
its black and white block design that we left it there when 
redecorating. But we changed the wallpaper from buff to 
hyacinth blue, one of the smartest of the new shades and 
very uplifting to the spirits. It’s a plain, flat finish—cool, 
fresh and soft in tone—a perfect background for the 
mellowed maple suite and other furnishings. 

Luckily we found the very piece of glazed chintz for 
draperies to go with it. In fact, we chose them together, 
thinking of the room as an ensemble rather than a mere 
collection of separate items. Of the many samples this 
was our unanimous choice—an ingenious design of pale 
blue ribbon and great sprays of lilies of the valley against a 
navy background. The graceful flowers are clustered with 
bold green leaves to make an unusual and clever pattern. 
Very modern and very swish when used for straight- 
hanging draperies with pinch-pleated headings. They hang 
only to the window ledges, as in each case a radiator under- 
neath made that length more suitable. It was not practical 
here to extend the rod and let the curtains fall to the floor 
owing to the position of the windows in shallow alcoves. 
No glass curtains are used but Venetian blinds serve both 
practical and decorative purposes in the room. They ere 
off-white with natural linen tapes—a conservative choice 
but a practical one for the color scheme may be changed 
many times before the blinds show signs of wear. 

Even the radiators went decorative some time ago. Or 
rather they retired behind fitted covers which hide them 
from view and provide a wide ledge for magazines, a bow] of 
flowers or nothing at all if you prefer them that way. 

The Canadian maple suite of French provincial design 
and a lovely amber finish is still the choice for our dining 
room. You get a peek at the Welsh dresser and the ladder- 
back rush-bottom chairs in the illustration and you can’t 
wonder at us for not replacing this furniture with some 
other style. In another drawing the serving table and a 
section of the refectory table are shown in their new 
setting. One or two easy chairs of the same early period 
make the room a comfortable place, as well as a popular 
one at mealtime. 


in this charming room. 


This delightful room is the scene 
of many activities. We not only test 
by taste the dishes prepared in our 
kitchens, but sample whole meals of 
our own making, entertain guests 
for lunch and dinner, serve a cup 
of tea to callers and otherwise exer- 
cise our hospitality. Here, also, we 
arrange table settings, trying out 
new ideas in the ensemble of linen, 
china, glass and silverware as a 
background for simple family meals 
and special occasions. Here many 
of the food photographs which you 
see in Chatelaine are taken—straight 
from the range or the refrigerator in 
the adjacent kitchens. Here we test 
electric appliances designed for table 
use as well as equipment and clean- 
ing supplies for keeping a house in 
order. 

Our dining room serves fre- 
quently as a conference room 
when the staff of all departments of 
the magazine meet around the table 
to discuss future plans and programs 
of interest to readers. Here we 
confer together devising ways and 
means of making your magazine 
more instructive and _ interesting 
with every issue. 

Not every dining room is called 
upon to fill so many roles or please 
so many people. In most homes its 
sole function is to provide a centre 
for the serving and eating of 
mother’s good cooking. Neverthe- 
less, it’s an important room in the 
life of a family where children are 
taught politeness, unselfishness and 
the art of pleasant conversation 
which aids digestion. Affairs of nations have been amicably 
settled by men with their feet under the same table, and 
who can deny the benign influence of good food attractively 
served and eaten amid pleasant surroundings in the 
company of good-humored people? 

Which is just by way of a reminder that the dining room 
deserves some attention in the modernization or redecorat- 
ing program. 

Does it need new furbishings or a fresh color scheme? 
Then, the first thing to consider is the architecture of the 
room—its size, shape and proportions—in order to make 
the most of its good features and disguise or minimize its 
shortcomings. Decide, too, what effect you wish to produce 
and start with a fairly definite plan—in keeping, of course, 
with the general style of the house and the limitations of 
your budget. The most successful results are not always 
the most costly, for good taste is more important than mere 
expensiveness. Be willing to shop about a bit, for the choice 
of materials and appointments covers a wide range of 
designs, colors and prices and among them are the possi- 
bilities for all sorts of attractive ensembles. 

A dining room should have a certain pleasant formality, 
but not the dull, heavy kind. Rather let it be light and 
cheerful in feeling, appropriate to the purpose it serves. 
There are, in a way, two schools of thought regarding the 
decoration; most people find a quiet, restful background 
most conducive to the enjoyment of meals, while others 
base their preference for a bolder scheme on the fact that 
the room is used only for short periods. And some are 
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Pp rogramme for 


a Dining Room 


The nenly-decorated Institute dining 
room 1s the centre for many activities 
in the daily life of this housekeeping 
unit, the first of its kind to be estab- 
lished in Canada seven years ago 





Hyacinth blue walls form an attractive background for the French provincial suite. 


successful in combining the two conventions effectively. 
For many years the dining room was more or less rele- 
gated to a conventional monotony in it’s treatment. To- 
day ithas become an important aspectof all decorative plans. 

I’ve picked my favorites from among the dining rooms 
I’ve seen lately. One, in a modern house, is an example of 
the clever use of unusual color to achieve a room as 
stimulating as a cocktail, but at the same time dignified 
and serene. Its walls are chartreuse—a smart and utterly 
charming shade—which goes perfectly with the knotty pine 
woodwork. The broadloom rug is the color of champagne 
and has a six-inch surround of silvered oak. Glazed chintz 
used for the full-length, straight-hanging draperies, has a 
pattern of grey birds wish blue wings against a chartreuse 
background. The blue is repeated in the linings of two 
corner cupboards and a touch of it in the only picture—the 
owner’s portrait painted in oils. Old and new live harmoni- 
ously together in the room, for refectory table and chairs of 
old Belgian oak are perfectly at home amid their modern 
surroundings. 

The decoration of my other favorite dining room is 
carried out on quite a different theme. As a setting for 
mahogany furniture of Sheraton design this room has 
woodwork painted greige which is a subtle blend of grey 
and beige tones. A lovely grey-to-brown scenic paper 
hangs above a dado, the tie-back overdraperies are irides- 
cent taffeta, and a plain, soft beige broadloom rug covers 
the floor from wall to wall. A charming room in unity with 
the graciousness of this Georgian ho use. 


eae anaes 
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pletely chip-proof; but when used care- 
fully the surface will remain smooth and 
unbroken for a long time. Glass utensils 
for oven or top stove cooking may be used 
for serving and storing the food as well. 
They must have care in handling or they 
will crack. Stainless steel, copper and iron 
are other available materials. A careful 
buyer will weigh the pros and cons of each 
before making final selection. 

But material alone is not the only decid- 
ing factor. Select the sizes which will be 
most useful, which will best fit over the 
burner of the stove or into the oven, which 
will last well and be convenient to handle, 
easy to clean and store. Look for pieces 
which have possibilities as fuel savers and 
which are well constructed, with firm heat- 
proof handles and tight fitting covers. 


IT PAYS immeasurably to buy good 
kitchen cutlery especially knives. It costs 
a little more in actual cents for a knife with 
a stainless, well-tempered blade securely 
fitted into a well balanced, sturdy handle 
but it saves much in the satisfaction and 
good results which it gives. Choose each 
piece carefully for the work it is to do and 
use it for that purpose. 

We don’t advise cluttering the kitchen 
with every gadget which appears in the 
store but we do say that the right tool for 





We Practise 
Modernization 
(Continued from page 41) 





home workshop and the alcoves are pro- 
vided to accommodate any size, shape or 
make which may have temporary quarters 
there. If, for instance, a smal! model 
range is installed there are narrow movable 
cabinets which can be fitted into the extra 
space. 

The second kitchen has a sink unit, 
upper and lower storage compartments, 
counter space, and equipment in conveni- 
ent location for ordinary housekeeping 
routine. It is so arranged, however, that 
there are two free walls where additional 
appliances may be set up. Here, for in- 
stance, it is a common thing to have a 
whole row of ranges designed for the use of 
different fuels. 

Here, too, are the facilities for arranging 
a compact and efficient laundry. In one 





The bread box fitted into a drawer is all- 
metal with sliding ventilated lid. 


wall is a built-in ironing board with 
accommodation in the neat cupboard for 
an iron. Electric washing machines, as 
important in their work as stoves and 
refrigerators, come and go in the Institute, 
but there is a convenient spot arranged 
for them adjacent to the water supply and 
within easy reach of electrical outlets. 
Space is available, too, for ironers; so very 


the job is a great comfort to the worker. 
And for small articles as for the larger 
equipment shop carefully, look for de- 
pendability and durability, ease of opera- 
tion and cleaning. If, for instance, it’s a 
canopener, choose a sturdy, well-con- 
structed, easily handled one which will 
really open cans. Select an egg beater 
which turns smoothly without sticking 
which fits into the bottom of a bow] nicely 
and has a comfortable handle. Mixing 
bowls should be of sizes best suited to 
individual needs and of a material suffi- 
ciently heavy to keep the bow! from sliding 
ahout when in use. 

A well-equipped kitchen will have re- 
liable measuring appliances—a convenient 
household scale, straight-sided measuring 
cups for dry or liquid ingredients, a set of 
standard measuring spoons and_ ther- 
mometers suited to different cooking 
operations. 

We could go on indefinitely mentioning 
things necessary or desirable in the kitchen. 
Containers for storing staples and perish- 
ables, a clock, a sturdy teakettle, a sani- 
tary garbage receptacle, a food chopper, 
strainers, sifters and a dozen and one other 
essentials. However, as the need arises the 
purchaser will not go far astray if she first 
considers exactly what she wants, then 
shops around until she finds it. 


complete laundry studies can be made 
using the newest developments in labor- 
saving equipment. 

In this second kitchen it may be any- 
thing from refrigerators to coffeepots 
which hold the centre of the stage in point 
of numbers. Electric outlets are placed at 
strategic points for flexibility of arrange- 
ment. 

The same decorative scheme is used 
throughout—walls and ceilings painted in 
a soft creamy shade which is a standard 
and very charming finish adopted by the 
cabinet manufacturers. The effect is highly 
satisfying, and the light painted surfaces 
present no elaborate cleaning problem, as 
the paints used are all washable and will 
keep their attractive appearance for years. 
Good paints from a reputable manufactur- 
er have provided our kitchens with inde- 
structible surfaces, well able to stand the 
wear and tear of constant usage and to 
appear at their best with a minimum of 
attention. 

Jaspé linoleum in buff-to-brown shades is 
laid over the floor, outlined with a wide 
band of flowerpot red for contrast. The 
range and refrigerator alcoves are filled 
in solidly with the flowerpot red and make 
an interesting background for the equip- 
ment. The same color is repeated in the 
tapes of the Venetian blinds and in the 
potted foliage plants on the rounded, open 
shelves beside the window. The birch 
counters and wood trim of the linoleum- 
topped working surface are rubbed and 
treated to tone in with this deep, rich 
shade. The only other color is provided 
by the silvery sheen of a monel metal sink, 
a stainless steel counter, the chromium 
bands, the nickel edgings of the cream- 
colored tile panels and an aluminum strip 
between the ivory porcelain enamel sink 
and an adjacent cabinet top. And the 
ensemble has a clean, fresh, not-too-usual 
look about it which is remarkably attrac- 
tive. 

Other features worthy of mention are 
the ventilating fans at each window, a tall 
cupboard for brooms and cleaning supplies, 
an ironing board, an electric clock, lumi- 
line lights underneath the upper cabinets 
to shed a glow over the counters. Best of 
all a little reference library consisting of 
three open shelves which hold cookbooks, 
recipe files and booklets published by 
manufacturers of foods and equipment. 
These are classified and kept in strong 
cardboard containers, ready to hand for 
quick and convenient reference. 

We present our kitchens, modernized, 
with their faces lifted and in a new dress. 


43 





Floors—the 
Keynote of Loveliness 


Visitors to the Homeland delight in the mellow radi- 
ance of the lovely floors in “Old World” homes. Care- 
fully selected polish preserves the glowing surface and 
brings out the beauty of the wood. Well kept floors 
lend great charm to homes here, too. 


POLIFLOR— so safe —so sure —so 
easy to use—imparts a rich, lasting 
satin-lustre finish, so that your 
floors set a keynote of loveliness 
in the home. 


POLIFLOR is antiseptic, quickly destroying harmful 
dust germs as it spreads a wear-resisting polish of 


lustrous beauty. 


A little POLIFLOR covers a large surface; it spreads 
easily and forms a thin, hard film of waxes that main- 
tains its lustre. You will be pleased that you tried this 


British floor wax. 





Nugget Products of Canada Ltd., 1000 Amherst St., Montreal, Canada. 
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One of the Institute Kitchens, modernized in the 1937 manner. 


A Well-Equipped Kitchen 


The Institute has heen making a special study of 


new ideas during the modernization of its kitchens 


NEWLY modernized Canadian kitchens 
are providing fine settings for efficient and 
up-to-date equipment. Large and small 
pieces are being selected with the greatest 
care and attention to detail; which is as it 
should be for in kitchen-craft as in any 
other line the tools are as important as the 
workshop. 

Anyone who is looking forward to the 
pleasure of equipping a new kitchen or 
re-equipping a modernized one will want 
to have the pieces that best fit into her 
own particular scheme of things. So it 
isn’t enough to consider only the merits of 
the article being purchased; that article 
should have a definite tie-up with the 
kitchen in which it is to be placed and 
should be adequate in every respect for the 
duties which the individual household 
régime will impose upon it. 

Take the stove for instance. Everyone 
will, of course, select a stove suited to the 
power or fuel supply, everyone wants a 
well constructed and efficient model and 
everyone appreciates the satisfaction 
resulting from reputable manufacture and 
a dependable guarantee. But the selection 
of actual model is an individual problem. 
Choose a size and shape which will best 
fit the space planned for it and which will 
adequately serve the daily needs of the 
family. Remember that a too-largé stove 
is awkward and extravagant and a too- 
small one is annoying and _ inefficient. 
Remember, too, that ovens are placed at 
different heights and at the left or right 
side. The choice here depends on how 
much space is available and where it is, in 
relation to the other equipment. Color and 
design are individual factors too. These 
will conform as nearly as possible to the 
scheme selected for the kitchen as a whole. 
Added features such as different types of 
burners, special cooking devices, tempera- 
ture and time control, storage compart- 
ments and other extras are considered in 
relation to the particular needs of the pur- 
chaser and the amount of money which 
has been allotted for the purchase of this 
piece of equipment. 

It’s the same thing when buying a re- 
frigerator; after finding out the advan- 
tages and dependability of various manu- 
facturers’ products, comes the individual 
choice. Size is important; in a refrigerator 
it is better to have too much space than 
too little. Remember that a mechanical 


By FRANCES M. HUCKS 


refrigerator is a long-time investment and 
the demands on it may increase as the 
family grows, and more entertaining is 
undertaken. A few dollars for an extra 
cubic foot of space is well spent under 
such circumstances. Besides size there is 
the arrangement of shelves to consider, 
the capacity and control of the freezing 
unit, the side on which the door opens, 
special storage facilities such as fruit 
basket, crisping pan, egg rack, door rack 
anid so on and again there is the question 
of color and outside design. 

Small electric appliances in the kitchen 
are purchased according to the use to be 
made of them. Mixers are marvellous little 
labor savers for which various attachments 
may be purchased as the need for them 
arises. The planned kitchen has a con- 
venience outlet at the working centre and 
another at the stove, so the mixer may be 
used at either point with no trouble at all. 


Coffee makers, toasters, waffle irons, 
grills, sandwich toasters, should be pur- 
chased with the family needs in mind. 
Many householders find it convenient to 
have two coffee makers—a small one for 
every day use and a larger one for guests 
The toaster serves both kitchen and dining 
room and offers automatic or non-auto- 
matic models of different capacities. All 
these pieces should be chosen for good 
construction, dependability and general 
usefulness. There should be arrangement 
made when planning the kitchen, for their 
convenient storage, then they are easily 
kept in their proper places. 


WHEN PURCHASING cooking utensils 
there are a number of materials to choose 
from, each having certain advantages 
which should be considered in relation to 
the circumstances which will influence their 
use. Aluminum utensils may be cast or 
stamped. The cast aluminum utensils are 
heavier, very durable, won’t rust, warp or 
dent and will hold the heat evenly and well. 
Stamped aluminum is lighter but the 
thickness and weight may vary in different 
utensils. 

Enamelled ware has the advantage of 
gay and attractive colors, ease of cleaning 
and a surface which is smooth and not 
easily stained when properly cared for. 
So far the manufacturer has not been able 
to produce an enamel pan which is com- 











CHATELAINE, SEPTEMBER, 1937 45 






A corner of Mrs. Wilson's present kitchen, 
~ showing the small window and the location 
of the sink without benefit of drain boards. 








These two plans give a bird's-eye 
view of the before and after kit- 
chen. A comparison shows an 
efficient workshop evolved from 
an ordinary kitchen, 


Kitchen Idea Contest and Given Honorable Mention 





AMONG THE stack of entries submitted 
in Chalelaine’s recent Kitchen Idea Con- 
test was this interesting design from Mrs. 
Wilson, of St. Catharines, Ont. You'll 
agree that it deserves the honorable men- 
tion we’re giving it here, for it illustrates 
what can be done with a limited sum, a lot 
of bright ideas and careful calculation of 
both the plan and the budget. 

At present Mrs. Wilson has an old- 
fashioned kitchen and this is the way she 
would modernize it for an amount just 
below the $500 which was the limit set by 
the contest. 

The first important step was to build up 
and widen the window, then to give the 
sink a new position under it. This change 
left the west wall free and Mrs. Wilson has 
very cleverly utilized it for storage com- 
partments—a vast improvement. The 
lower cupboards, as you see, extend right 
around this end of the room, making a 
neat and convenient arrangement and 
providing generous working surface, a sec- 
tion of which is tiled as shown. Even the 
stove lost its legs in the scuffle and it 
now rests on a utility cabinet which brings 
the top to counter height. In the cupboard 
above a ventilator is arranged to draw off 
cooking odors. 

Don’t you admire the way the open 
shelves in the two corners are made to 
serve a useful purpose as a place for tele- 
phone extension, directory and other 
objects? And the idea of a nook for the 
step-stool, too—out of the way when not 
in use but within easy reach when required. 









The same kitchen as Mrs. Wilson 
would modernize it, making a more 
attractive and convenient 
arrangement, 


Kitchen Translomasition 
by HELEN G. CAMPBELL 


The double plug outlet for electric appli- 

ances is a convenience and a small serving 

door just to the left of this is an interesting 
feature. It opens into the dining room and 
facilitates the serving of meals. 

A broom cupboard and foldaway ironing 
board are located in the corner beyond the 
dining-room entrance which is adjacent to 
the stove. Opposite, on the east side, is a 
wall cabinet, the front of which drops down 
to form a table where the family eat break- 
fast. 

The appearance of the room has been 
improved by new linoleum, smart curtains 
and a fresh coat of paint on walls and wood- 
work. And its efficiency is enhanced by 
the purchase of an electric refrigerator and 
other equipment. 

Mrs. Wilson’s estimate of expenditure 
for these changes and additions is as 
follows. 

New window over sink, moving and build- 
ing in stove and sink into kitchen unit. 
Serving door to dining room, wiring 
changes, tile work, painting, linoleum, 
exterior door to message compartment, 
ventilation and change to heating 


Hee os seen tenes wean $96.00 
Cupboards and breakfast cabinet 182.00 
Refrigerator (electric)... .... 195.00 
Wieivie GOCE oc 5 a's oleae 6.50 
Troninu? DOGIG 5 oss vod Ses eee 10.00 
Telephone extension and two 

lighting fixture®.. ..i.icecs ces 4.00 
Curtains and Binds. cc). 5.00 
Wetg TS os iiss sos ean Paes $498.50 
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Blleecd Institute Kitchen 


Seeking the charm of light painted surfaces, the 
Institute turns to C-1-L for a washable paint 


“able to stand the wear and tear of constant usage 


NCE again experts choose C-I-L Paints for 
a job where only the best is good enough! 


The ultra-modern kitchen of the famous 
Chatelaine Institute is charmingly decorated in colors 
that make it a delightful place to work in. But it is 
practical too. Every detail is designed to save labor— 
not least the long-lasting washable finishes that cover 
wall, ceiling and woodwork. 


And, of course, when the Institute planned their 
kitchen it was with the full knowledge that house- 
wives all over Canada would seek guidance from 
their choice of equipment and materials. 


So when you consider repainting your own kitchen, 
or any other part of your home, remember the many 
reasons that make it safest to specify C-1-L finishes : 


Making Paint is a Job for Chemists 


And Canadian Industries Limited is, above all, a 
chemical organization. Nowhere else in Canada will 
you find such an aggregate of research facilities, such 
a fund of chemical experience. The C-l-L Oval 


CANADIAN INDUSTRIES LIMITED 


trademark is your best assurance that the paint you 
choose will best do exactly the job for which it was 
formulated. 


For Amateur and Expert 


“Cilux”, for example—an Enamel which anyone can 
use, which thousands do use for gay modern painted 
furniture, because it is so easy to apply and dries so 
quickly—is also the finish chosen by experts for the 
cabinets of the Institute kitchen. Chosen by them 
because of its brilliant long-lasting. surface and 
because you can wash it and wash it and wash it! 


Inside Your House 


If vou are a devotee of the modern vogue for painted 
walls, you should turn, as the Institute turned, to 
C-I-L finishes. For C-I-L chemists have perfected 
outstandingly satisfactory Interior Wall Paints in 


ROIAN INDUS 


2 


three finishes. Flat, Semi-Gloss and Gloss. They are 
available in a wide variety of shades to match modern 
as well as more traditional decorative schemes. And 
properly applied, they will stand up to years of hard 
wear and washing! 


Outside, It’s Protection That Counts! 


But outside, that’s where you need—for your own 
peace of mind—absolute confidence in the technical 
excellence behind the product! For there, after al!, 
you are buying insurance as well as beauty. Insurance 
against depreciation of the most valuable thing you 
own, your HOME. So again you will be assuring 
maximum protection if you specify Paints which bear 


the C-I-L Oval label. 


In fact, whether it’s furniture you want to paint 
yourself .. . or the Chatelaine Institute Kitchen to 
be redecorated . . . whether it’s walls to finish, floors 
to varnish, or the whole outside of a country cottage 
to protect against sun and wind ... you'll always feel 
safer and be safer if you choose C-I-L Paints . 
made by the makers of Duco and Dulux! 


PAINT AND VARNISH DIVISION 
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MOFFAT EQUIPMENT IN YOUR KITCHEN 


MAKES YOUR WORK EASIER 


BECAUSE of their exclusive, advanced features, Moffat Electric Ranges 
and Refrigerators are first choice for the modern kitchen. 

Both Moffat Electric Ranges and Moffat Electric Refrigerators are finished 
in gleaming porcelain enamel,—a permanent glass-like finish, as smooth 
and as easy to clean as a fine china dish. A choice of colors to match your 


kitchen is available. 


MOFFAT ELECTRIC RANGES 


Every device for fine cooking performance is built 
into these ranges. High-Speed Cook-Quik Ele- 
ments, the Smokeless Broiler, the Moffat “Circu- 
laire” Oven, with Therm-O-Matic (Liquid Type) 
Oven Heat Control, ensuring perfect baking and 
roasting. Built with the craftsmanship that has 
made Moffat quality world-famous. 


Modernize your kitchen with these beautiful Moffat models. 
See them at your dealer’s today ... 


to suit every purse ... 


MOFFATS LIMITED 


MOFFAT ELECTRIC REFRIGERATORS 


The Ful-Dor Front, Super-Speed Chilling Unit, 
Dessert Freezing Tray, Dor-Shelf Racks, Vege- 
table Crisper, generous supply of ice cubes, and 
roomy shelf arrangement, with adjustments, plus 
many other exclusive features, make the Moffat 
the most modern refrigerator for your kitchen. 
Porcelain enamel finish. 


There is a Moffat Range or Refrigerator 
Learn how easy it is to own them. 


WESTON, ONTARIO 


MUTTA 


ELECTRIC RANGES and ELECTRIC REFRIGERATORS 


Moffet “Circulaire’ Fresh Air Oven 


No dead stale air, laden with 

remain in the “Circulaire”’ oven. 

is a slow, even movement of fresh heated air, 
which, with the saturated heat from the bottom 
of the oven, assures absolute uniformity in baking 
and roasting. 

Fresh air enters at opening ‘‘A”, becomes heated 
and circulates 2 oven interior through flue “BY 
and “C” ". After sregetng 


opening ‘ 
throughout the oven, the “used” air passes ou 
through vent “E”. Oven interior is marked “F”. 


Vaue CHECK 


Use the Value-Check to 
compare the Moffat with 
any other range. Note the 
features found in the Moffat, 
but in no other range. 





MEALS 


BREAKFAST 
Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Bacon Marmalade 


Toast 
Coffee Tea 


Chilled Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 


11 


Toast 
Coffee 


12 
(Sunday) 
Chilled Melon 
Cereal 
Griddle Cakes Honey 
Coffee Tea 


13 
Orange Juice 
Bacon 


Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


14 
pitged Pears 


real 
Fried “Sra Fish 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


15 


Tomato Juice 
Plain Omelet 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


‘ 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Vegetable Soup 
Sardine Salad 
Brown Bread 

Baked Bananas 
Lemon Sauce 

Tea Cocoa 


eats a on Spinach 
‘omatoes 


Bran Marlins Honey 
Coc 


Creamed Mushrooms on Toast 
Head Lettuce 
Russian Dressin 
Canned Cherries afers 
Tea Cocoa 


Sliced Fresh 
Mustard Pickles 
Shredded Raw Vegetable Salad 
Individual Peach Shortcakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Toasted Cheese Sandwiches 
Celery Hearts _Radishes 


Olives 
Fresh Pear, Orange and Apple 
Cup 
Brownies 
Hot or Iced Tea 


(Picnic Lunch) 

Potato and Frankfurter Salad 
Buttered Brown Bread 
Cucumber Sandwiches 
Whole Raw Tomatoes 

Whole Fruits Nut Loaf 

Hot or Cold Chocolate Drink 


Corn on the Cob 
Lettuce and Cucumber Salad 
Ice Cream Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Corned Beef Hash 
Tomato Catsup 
Melon 
Drop Cakes 
Tea Cocc 


Cold Sliced Tongue 
Baked Potatoes 
Pickles 
Banana and Nut Salad 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Tomato Soup 
Stuffed Green Pepper Salad 
Tapioca with Fruit Sauce 

ea Cocoa 


Fish Cakes (from Friday) 
Parsley Sauce 
Broiled Half Tomatoes 
Corn Muffins Jam 
Tea Cocoa 


Jellied Vegetable Salad 
with Stuffed Eggs 
Hot Rolls 
Fresh Grapes 
Chocolate Layer Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Macaroni and Cheese 
Lettuce with Dressing 
Canned Pineapple 
Cake (from Sundav) 
Tea Cocoa 


Pea Soup 
Chopped Beef and Potato 
Croquettes 
Mushroom Sauce 
Chocolate Almond Trifle 
Tea Cocoa 


Corn on the Cob 
Shredded Lettuce and Onion 
Stewed Ap 
Stew pricots 
Jelly Roll (from Tuesday) 
Tea Cocoa 


of the MONTH 


DINNER 


Shoulder Lamb Chops 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Baked Tomatoes 
Diced Pears and Melons 
in Lime Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
Braised Fresh Ham 
Slice 
Mashed Potatoes 
Hot Spiced Beets 
Peaches and Cream 
Cookies 


Pan-broiled Lake Trout 
with Lemon Butter 
Savory Rice Brussels Sprouts 
Prune Whip 
Custard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Beef and Kidney Pie 
Braised Celery 
Summer Squash 
Chocolate Cornstarch Mold 
with Chopped Nuts 
Coffee Tea 


Hot Veal Loaf with 
Devilled Tomatoes * 
Boiled Potatoes in Cream Sauce 
Green Peas 
Fresh Plum Tarts 
Coffee Tea 


Noodle Soup 
Cold Sliced Veal Loaf 
Baked Potatoes 
Carrots with Parsley Butter 
Cup Cakes Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Corned Beef 
Boiled Potatoes 
Shredded Cabbage 
Apple Crisp 
Coffee Tea 


Ox-Tail Soup 
(Vegetable Plate) 
Cauliflower, Cheese Casserole 
Fried ae Say Plant 
String Beans uttered Beets 
Gingerbread Hard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Thirty Menus for 


16 BREAKFAST 


Stewed Apricots 
(from Wednesday) 
Cereal 
Coffee Cake Jam 
Coffee Tea 


17 


Pineapple Juice 
Cereal 
Apple Sauce 
Tea 


Cereal 
Toasted Rolls. Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


19 
(Sunday) 

Orange and Lemon Juice 
Scrambled Egg with Onion 
Whole Wheat Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


20 


Cereal with Raisins 
Toast Stewed Plums 
Coffee Tea 


Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


22 


Fresh Pears 
Soft -cooked Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Orange Sections 
Cereal 
Bacon Marmalade 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 





Lamb Stew 
Dumplin 
Steamed Vegetable Marrow 
Bavarian Cream 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Whitefish 
French-fried Potatoes 
Buttered Peas 
Peach Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Liver and Fried Onions 
Creamed Potatoes 
Brussels Sprouts 

Baked Pears in Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


Rolled Roast of Beef 
Browned Potatoes 
Corn 
Lemon Foam 

Coffee 


Cold Roast Beef 
Cottage-fried Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 
Baked Caramel Custards 
Coffee Tea 


Sausages 
Mashed Potatoes 
Boiled Shredded Cabbage 
Sliced Peaches Jelly Roll 
Coffee Tea 


Breaded Veal Cutlets 
Parsley Potatoes 
Glazed Carrots 

Apple Fritters 
Lemon Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Recipes for dishes marked * will he found on page 48 


24 


Cereal with Sliced 
Bananas 
Toast Honey 
Coffee Tea 


25 


Tomato Juice 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


26 (Sunday) 
Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Frizzled Ham 
Hot Corn Bread 
Coffee Tea 


27 
Apples 


Cereal 
Toast Conserve 


Stewed Plums 
Fish Cakes 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


29 


Pineapple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


Grapes 
French Toast 
Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Canned Corned Beef 
Mustard Pickles 
Lyonnaise Potatoes 
Chilled Melon 
Tea Cocoa 


Scalloped Egg Plant * 
Brown Rolls 
Pear and Orange Compote 
Iced Cup Cakes 


Pepper Pot Soup 
Crackers 
Fresh Peach and Cocoanut 
Salad 
Pecan Roll 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Sliced Cottage Roll 
Tomato Jelly Salad 
Sliced Cucumbers 
Baked Apples with Cream 
Ginger Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Cottage Roll and 
Hard-cooked Eggs on Toast 
Fresh Peach Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 


Hamburger Patties 
Fried Tomatoes 
Johnny Cake Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


Grilled Open Cheese and 
Tomato Sandwiches 
Dill Pickles 
Chilled Cup Custards 
Nut Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Sliced Pot Roast 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Head Lettuce Salad 
Peaches and Cream 

Tea Cocoa 


Pilchard on Lettuce 
with Lemon and Cucumber 
Wedges 
Bran Muffins Jam 
Tea Cocoa 


Shepherd's Pie 
Chili Sauce 
Apple, Celery and Date Salad 
Nut Bread 
Tea Cocoa 


Scalloped Crab Meat and 
Egg in Ramekins 
Hot Cheese Biscuits 
Fresh Pear and ae Salad 
Tea Cocoa 


Scotch Broth 
Crackers 
Potato and Celery Salad 
Canned Berries Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Stuffed Tomatoes 
Potato Chips 
Individual Fruit Shortcakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Spaghetti with Tomato 
Sauce 
Stewed Prunes with Cinnamon 
Iced Light Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Chipped Beef 
on Toast 
Sliced Onions and Cucumbers 
Fruit Cup 
Cake (from Thursday) 
Tea Cocoa 


eptem ber 


DINNER 


Oven-cooked Round Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 

Fresh Plum Roly-Poly 
Coffee Tea 


Salmon Loaf 
Celery Soup Sauce 
Potato Cakes 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Fruit-flavored Ice Cream 
Ice Box Cookies 
Coffee Tea 
Hot Baked Cottage Roll 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Peas 
Blanc-mange with Tart Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Grilled Lamb Chops 
Mint Jelly 
Potato Balls Creamed Celery 
Grape Pie * 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Stuffed Heart 
Buttered Noodles 
Mashed Turnip 
Sliced Bananas and Oranges 
Coffee Tea 


Chicken Soup 
Baked Stuffed Potat oes 
Succotash Brussels Sprouts 
Creamed Oyster Plant 
Coffee Spanish Cream 
Coffee a 


Pot Roast of Beef 
Boiled Potatoes 
Buttered Summer Squash 
Rice Pudding with Raisins 
Coffee Tea 


Dressed Spareribs 
Mashed Potatoes 
Sauerkraut 
Pineapple Upside-Down Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Clam Chowder 
Baked Bean Loaf 
Creamed Celery 
Stuffed Peppers 
Deep Apple Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Sausages 
Baked Sweet Potatoes 
Swiss Chard 
Orange Tapioca 
Coffee Tea 


Roast Leg of Veal 
Browned Potatoes 
Buttered String Beans 
Chocolate Ice Cream 
Marshmallow Mint Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Cold Roast Veal 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Creamed Carrots 
Quick Cottage Pudding 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Kidney Stew 
Boiled Potatoes 
Shredded Cabbage 
Raspberry Jelly Whip 
Custard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Mock Duck 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Turnip 

Sliced Oranges with 
Cocoanut Cookies 
Coffee Tea 


Pork Chops 
Savory Rice Peas 
Apple Betty 
Coffee Tea 


The Meals of the Month as compiled by M. Frances Hucks 
are a regular feature of Chatelaine each month 
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Firm, tart, ripe apples 
1 Egg yolk 


. 
] Bin Wicth 1% Cupful of milk 
14, Cupful of sifted flour 


er fuls of sugar 
= 8 od i Teaspoon of at 
34 Teaspoonful of baking 


LIGHTENS powder 


Crs Peel and core the apples and cut in 
MELLOWS slices about one-half-inch thick. Put them 
oo in a weak solution of salt and water (one 

& tablespoonful of salt to one quart of water) 
if they are to stand for any length of time. 
Beat the egg yolk and combine with the 
milk. Sift the flour with the sugar, salt 
and baking powder and add to the egg 
and milk mixture, beating until smooth. 
Dry the apple rings with a clean towel, 
dip into the batter and fry in deep, hot 
fat—375 deg. Fahr.—until nicely browned. 
Drain on absorbent paper, dust with | 
powdered sugar and serve hot with sauce. 


Fresh Peach Butterscotch Pie 


This variation of fresh peach pie is new 
and lusciously flavored—quite worthy, in 
fact, to be classed as a special-occasion 
dish. Make the crust of tender, flaky 
pastry and bake it as usual, then after the 
filling is in, top it with sweetened whipped 
cream or with a fluffy meringue—which- 





our milk and Cow Brand Baking 
Soda mellows as well as leavens 








—brings out the delicious, tasty flavour ever you wish. 
of many baked goodies. The mild lactic 
acid in sour milk, together with Cow Ripe, firm peaches 
Brand Baking Soda, is the ideal mixture 1 Cupful of light corn syrup 
to make baked goods light and delicate. 1% Cupful of butter 
Sweet milk may be substituted by 1% Cupful of flour 
adding to each scant cupful of 114 Cupfuls of hot water 
milk 1/2 tablespoons lemon juice 2 Tablespoonfuls of molasses 


(or 174 tablespoons vinegar). 1 Tablespoonful of mild 


SOUR MILK vines 


2 Egg yolks 


CHOCOLATE CAKE Baked pastry shell 


ANY TIME 





Delicate flavour ... silky texture... : 
light, delicious crumb. A cake that’s Blanch the peaches, remove the skins, 
coaxing to look at and a treat to the cut in halves and remove the stones. 
taste. So simple to make with this Simmer as many halves as will cover the 
= es recipe, using a bottom of the baked pie shell in water to 
‘ mother’s combination—sour mille which a little sugar has been added, until — 
CO ee ee they are tender. Drain, add to the light CRISP, delicious Kellogg’s Corn Flakes are 
— oo 2 yo Bt (2 ounces) corn syrup and simmer for about ten aie ; 
1 teaspoon Cow Brand = unsweetened choc- minutes or until the peach halves are clear. appetizing at any time of the day. You can 
Baking Soda olate, melted and . 
into 1, teaspoon salt cooled Melt the butter, blend in the flour and ht. Thev’ 
ble- 3g cup butter, or | 1 cup sour = stir until smooth and well mixed. Gradu- erve them mornin noon or ; t e re 
oth smear "= ally add the corn syrup in which the iS ° 8» ent. Yy 
and Sift flour once, measure, add baking soda and peaches were simmered, along with the hot - ° 
Add salt and sift together three times. Work butter | water, Stir and cook until thick and | good and they’re good for you! Always 
aste beatinn etter come addition until Fant and smooth. Add the molasses and vinegar, | # h ] 4 . hi 
the Sully. Add ange end choceiate. aoe Gems ee blend thoroughly and add a little of the C wholesome and nourishing. 
and rate went sunset after each addition. Add hot mixture to the well-beaten egg yolks. ae : ms 
the vanilla. Turn into greased loaf pan (6"' x 10"). Return to the mixture in the saucepan, Children love them for their bedtime 
Bake in moderate oven (325° F.) 60 minutes. : ll 1a littl P 
— Frost with Soft Chocolate Frouing. (Other _ well and allow Poe . itt . : ut x Kell : di Th 
kitchen-tested recipes in our Coo ? about one quarter of the butterscotch in 4 . Oo re easy to diges e 
RELIEVES p the bottom of the pie shell, arrange the | & supper e 6& § are ¥ = t y 
peach halves on this, then add the re- 
ae mainder of the butterscotch. Just before af encourage sound and restful sleep. 
heartburn and serving, top with whipped cream or with : ‘ 
est stomach acidity, | meringue. % There’s no fuss or bother when you serve 
But qpoontul of Cow on : : 
els Bread Boling Purple Grape Pie é Kellogg’s. They’re so convenient. Remem- 
ast, om of For some reason or other, we haven't pms 
. May be nh or i i 
repeated in half been using grapes in pie nearly as often as ber, too, that restaurants, hotels, dining- 









an hour, if mec | we use some of the other fresh fruits in 





essary. 
; season. One mouthful of this one and you rs everywhere serve Kellose’s in the 
Waar purposes Cow Brand Baking Soda — certaioly wonder why it has been a ca ry 88 
i le eis * e e 
a. po purer of berter Bicarbonate, of oda than ne individual packages. Made and guaranteed 
ow rr —obtainabie ¢everyw > 
packages, for just a few cents. 5 Cupfuls of stemmed and ‘ e 
FREE BOOKLETS—Interesting booklets de- washed grapes by Kellogg in London, Ontario. 
scribing the cooking and medicinal uses of Cow 1 Cupful of sugar 


‘and king Sod urs for the asking. “g = 
: Just eS coupon below and mail to 2 Tablespoonfuls of cornstarch genet —-— 
CHURCH & DWIGHT LIMITED, Pinch of salt . SS en 
in ; ; a ° 
h SMS Deatag hs * 1 Tablespoonful of lemon juice = 


ith 
Pastry 


di- 
oe Squeeze the pulp from the skins and CORN FL AKES 
eg. heat the pulp for five minutes or until 
softened. Rub through a sieve to remove 
the seeds, then combine with the sugar, 
cornstarch and salt which have been for oven-fresh 
mixed. Cook for ten minutes, stirring 
constantly until thickened. Remove from crispness 
his the heat, add the grape skins and the 
n’t lemon juice. Turn into an unbaked pastry : 
ort shell and cover the top with narrow strips 4 


+ 
c of pastry, arranged lattice fashion. Bake 
” + 3) u Ke te a S Oo re a in a hot oven—400 to 425 deg. Fahr.—for 
9} PURE BICARBONATE OF SODA = a or until the pastry is 








—Photo by Milne 


E illustration above looks mighty appetizing, but 
even so, it doesn’t show the striking color scheme 
of this meat platter arrangement. Nor can it 
produce the delicious aroma which made the 

photographer’s mouth water as he took the picture. 


Veal Loaf Platter 


3 Pounds of lean veal 1¢ Teaspoonful of ground 
34 Cupful of moist bread nutmeg 

crumbs 2 Eggs, well beaten 

2 Hard-cooked eggs 14 Cupful of stock or 

2 Medium sized canned tomato juice 
Pimientos 2 Tablespoonfuls of 

1 Tablespoonful of melted butter 
minced onion Devilled tomatoes 

1 Tablespoonful of Fresh parsley 
minced parsley Ripe olives 

114 Tablespoonfuls of salt 


Put the lean veal through the meat chopper or have it 
ground at the butcher’s. Combine with the bread crumbs, 
the hard-cooked eggs which have been chopped, the 
pimiento which has been cut in small pieces, the onion, 
parsley, salt and nutmeg. Mix well and add the well- 
beaten eggs, the tomato juice and the melted butter. When 
thoroughly combined, pack into a loaf tin to shape, turn 
out in a baking pan which has been greased and bake in a 
moderate oven—350 to 375 deg. Fahr.—for about one 
hour. Remove to a hot platter, arrange the devilled 
_ tomatoes around the loaf and at intervals between the 
tomatoes arrange groups of ripe olives, heated in their own 
liquid. Garnish with parsley. 


Devilled Tomatoes 


This method of preparing tomatoes applies to ripe or 
green ones—take your choice. The nicely browned slices, 


besides being spicy and “different’’ to taste, serve as a | 


garnish, not only for a veal loaf platter but for baked ham 
slice, grilled steak or what have you. 


Firm tomatoes 14 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Tablespoonful of dry 14 Teaspoonful of paprika 
mustard Dash of cayenne or 
\% Tablespoonful of tabasco 
condiment sauce Cornmeal 


4 Teaspoonful of fruit sugar 


Chill the tomatoes and cut in one-third-inch slices. Dry 
partially on a paper towel. Combine the mustard, sauce, 
sugar, salt, paprika and cayenne and rub the mixture well 
into both sides of each tomato slice. Coat evenly with 
cornmeal and sauté until nicely browned, in butter or 
bacon fat. Serve at once. 


Scalloped Egg Plant 
This recipe is more than just a scalloped dish; it combines 
the flavor of tomatoes and onions with that of egg plant and 
gets an added fillip from a dash of spice. Cornflake crumbs 
give it interesting texture. besides being such a convenient 
ingredient in dishes like this. 


11% Cupfuls of canned or 
stewed tomatoes 
2 Tablespoonfuls of 


1 Large egg plant 
2 Medium-sized onions 
1 Cupful of cornflake 


crumbs chopped parsley 
\% = saan of cloves 2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
Salt 


Cut the egg plant into thin slices and peel. Soak in salted 
water for one hour, drain and cook in boiling water until 
tender—about a half hour. Drain. Combine the onions 
which have been peeled and chopped, with the cornflake 
crumbs, the cloves and salt to taste. Sprinkle a layer of 
this in the bottom of a greased casserole and arrange a 
layer of cooked egg plant slices over it. Continue with 
alternate layers of the crumbs and the egg plant, covering 
the last layer of egg plant with the tomatoes. Sprinkle with 
the chopped parsley and the remainder of the crumb 
mixture, dot with butter and bake in a moderate oven 
350 deg. Fahr. —for one-half hour. 


Salmon Pie With Potato Crust 
This fish and vegetable pie is really a whole meal in a 
dish. Serve a tart fruit appetizer or a clear soup as an 
opener and finish up with a not-too-starchy dessert. We 
haven't mentioned it in the recipe, but some people like to 
sprinkle the flaked salmon with just a trace of lemon juice 
before combining it with the other ingredients. 


1 Can of salmon (1 pound 2 Cupfuls of milk 


size) Salt and pepper to taste 
1 Cupful of canned or 2 Cupfuls of mashed 
cooked fresh peas potatoes 
3 Tablespoonfuls of butter 1 to 2 Tablespoonfuls of 
3 Tablespoonfuls of flour butter 
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Drain the salmon, reserving the liquid and separate into 
flakes. Combine with the peas. Melt the three table- 
spoonfuls of butter, blend in the flour and stir until smooth 
and thoroughly combined. Gradually add the milk and 
cook, stirring constantly until the mixture thickens. Add 
the strained salmon liquid and mix well. Season to taste 
with salt and pepper and combine this sauce with the 
salmon and peas. Turn into a greased baking dish and 
cover the top with the mashed potatoes. Dot with the 
butter and place in a hot oven-—400 to 425 deg. Fahr.— 
until nicely browned. 


Fresh Corn Muffins 


I'll agree with anybody who thinks that the very best 
way to use fresh corn is to eat it straight from the cob. But 
one of the next best ways is to put some of the fresh kernels 
into a batter and serve hot, fresh corn muffins for break fast, 
lunch or dinner. 


2 Cupfuls of sifted flour 
314 Teaspoonfuls of baking 
powder 
1 Tablespoonful of sugar 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Egg 
1 Cupful of milk 


3 Tablespoonfuls of 
melted butter or 
other shortening 

1 Cupful of cooked 
corn kernels, cut 
from the cob 


Measure the sifted flour and sift again with the baking 
powder, sugar and salt. Beat the egg well, combine with 
the milk and the melted butter and add to the dry ingredi- 
ents. Beat just enough to blend the ingredients, add the 
corn, stirring as little as possible, and turn into well-greased 
muffin tins. Bake in a moderately hot oven—400 deg. 
Fahr.—-for twenty to twenty-five minutes. 


Dessert Fritters 


Make these out of our good Canadian apples from this 
recipe or from your own. We included it so you won't 
forget to serve these crispy, browny, titbits for dessert 
occasionally. Maple syrup is good with them, so is butter- 
scotch sauce, but to our way of thinking, they’re “tops” 
when a lemon sauce goes with them. {Continued on page 49} 
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rocked on her heels while Judith brushed 
curls around her finger. 

“Nobody's birthday, dear. Mother’s 
very best friend is coming to supper.” 

“Somebody I don’t know?” 

“Yes. He went away a long time before 
vou were born.”’ 

“Why?” 

Judith got up from her knees. ‘‘He was 
very unhappy.” 

“Oh.” Phyllis studied herself in the full- 
length mirror. ‘‘You don't like him better’n 
me, do you, mother?” 

Judith peered at the tiny crow’s-feet 
about her eyes. Was Phyllis too possessive? 
Because the other children had been 
almost too self-sufficient was not reason to 
let Phyllis 

She was glad there was no one at the 
station. Would Toby think her changed? 
Would he seem different to her? 

“T came as soon as I heard of Andrew’s 
death,” he said, pulling her arm through 
his. ‘‘Judith, you're lovelier than even 
I remembered. Now tell me everything.” 

Their shoulders touched in the jerking 
taxi. “You say your little girl’s going on 
six?” he repeated. 

Judith nodded. Was he disappointed 
that she’d had Phyllis? ‘You'll love her, 
Toby, and she'll adore you.”’ 

It had seemed that they must, she 
wanted it so, but Phyilis had been jealous 
from the first, and Toby refused to see her 
with Judith’s eyes. 

“You can’t mean that you'll let the whim 
of a six-year-old child keep us from 
marrying?” he asked. 

“Oh, my dear.”” Judith shook her head 
helplessly. Impossible to explain to him 
that she couldn’t desert Phyllis: that 
Phyllis had given her life purpose and 
meaning, and if she didn’t like Toby 

Toby did not go away again, so for 
nearly fifteen years Judith watched him 
and Phyllis resenting each other, mistrust- 
ing. She had tried so hard to make them 
understand. 

“Phyllis, you know he’s my friend.” 

Phyllis thumped her French grammar on 
the table. “Call it jealousy if you want to, 
mother. I don’t like him.” 

Judith tried Toby. “Don’t you think 
you're hard on her? Sometimes when I see 
you watching her, 1 think you hate her.” 

“Judith.”” Toby took her hands. ‘‘When. 
I see her, I think she might have been our 
child. Should have been, and she isn’t. 
But hate her? No.” 

“But you aren’t even kind—” Judith 
argued. 

Toby's eyes held hers. ‘‘Sometimes, my 
dearest, I don't believe you understand 
your child as well as you think you do. 
She doesn’t want kindness—from any of 
us. There isn’t a soft spot in her!” 


TEARS TRICKLING across her temples, 
plopping into her ears, brought Judith 
back to the present. But she had nothing 
to cry for really, she thought. The end of 
life wasn’t death, it was peace; this beauti- 
ful peace of all her questions answered, all 
her work finished, all her years of loving 
fulfilled. She hadn't been mistaken in 
Phyllis. 

Footsteps on the stairs. They were com- 
ing back. She pulled the blankets smooth 
over her body, touched the braid of brown 
hair that circled her head and leaned back 
against the pillows. Phyllis had changed to 
a black dinner dress. 

“Sorry about the scene, mother. Here, 
your nose needs a dash of powder.” 

Judith submitted to the whisk of the 
ridiculous pink down puff Phyllis kept on 
the night table. Toby took his chair at 
the side of the bed. He looked tired. She 
wondered what he would do after she was 
gone. Reread all the books he had read to 
her perhaps. But that would be lonely. 
Once she’d had so much to give him; soon 


now she wouldn’t even have the long win- 
ter evenings, the peaceful Sunday after 
noons. Things weren't very fair, she 
thought. She’d had so much, but Toby, 
who deserved the best, had only had half- 
measures. If fate hadn't designed their 
meeting and loving, perhaps another 
woman might have given Tobv 

Phyllis said, “‘Will you listen? I haven't 
told you my news.”’ She settled herself 
in the window seat. ‘It’s the most gor- 
geously exciting 

Judith smiled at her eagerness. Phyllis 
really was beautiful. 

“Your favorite parasite has finally 
emerged from the cocoon. I’m going to 
get a job.” 

She’s still a child, Judith thought ten- 
derly, so terribly serious. She’s going to 
tell me she wants to take art lessons. Or 
perhaps it will be stenography this time. 

‘“‘Do you remember those sketches John 
Gamble did of me last winter?” 

Judith remembered. Even Toby had 
been impressed that the most famous 
illustrator had selected Phyllis to 

“I had a letter from him this morning, 
mother. The magazines have taken all the 
sketches and he wants me to come to New 
York!” 

Judith’s thoughts were slow, a little 
confused. Phyllis go to New York? 

“I’ve wanted to be on my way for years,” 
Phyllis was saying. “I hated myself for 
procrastinating. And now that I’ve de- 
cided to go— Oh, it’s so swell to discover 
I have a little backbone after all. I detest 
people who haven’t enough stamina to 
live their own lives—who are either for- 
ever draining other people’s energy or else 
squandering their own in stupid self- 
sacrifice. You've always acted indepen- 
dently, lived your own life—”’ 

Judith’s breath stopped short. She felt 
as if she’d been struck, and the blow sent 
her hurtling into a deep abyss, as if she 
were falling, falling For one ghastly 
second her eyes met Toby’s—saw there all 
the bitterness and hurt, the pain and sad- 
ness. She had been wrong! He had known 
all along, tried to tell her, but she wouldn’t 
listen. 

Why shouldn’t his eyes accuse her? How 
had she rewarded his faithfulness? His 
tenderness and sympathy? How had she 
answered his promise of ecstasy? A moan 
she was helpless to check escaped her lips. 
For fifteen years She felt the familiar 
pressure of Toby’s fingers around her 
wrists. She forced herself to look at 
Phyllis. 

“That is terribly exciting news. I’m 
sorry I’m so tired. We'll talk about your 
plans in the morning.” 

“I knew you'd be glad for me.” The 
sharp little taps of high heels. Phyllis 
turned in the doorway. 

“You're a couple of darlings, both of 
you. And you make a perfectly charming 
picture sitting there holding hands. Did 
I ever tell you, Toby, that I used to be 
fantastically jealous of you when I was a 
child?”’ 

They didn’t cry out—protest. Only 
their fingers tightened. The door closed. 

“Toby,” Judith sobbed. ‘‘Oh, my darling 
Toby! I’ve been so stupid—so cruel— I 
can’t bear to think what I’ve done to you!”’ 
She was crying helplessly. ‘Phyllis knows 
at twenty what I didn’t know when I’m 
almost ready to die! You knew all along 
but I wouldn’t listen!” 

His fingers on her hair were gentle. “I 
love you, Judith. And I’ve known all along 
that nothing—not even your children 
could stand between us forever.” 

“But to end like this 

“Not ending, my dearest, tomorrow is 
May Day 

She smiled--raised her lips to kiss him. 
Even on the last door Toby hung a May 
basket for Judith. 


THE KING took their pictures. LADY CYNTHIA ASQUITH 
wrote their story, and Chatelaine presents "THE KING'S 
DAUGHTERS," beginning in October. 
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ERHAPS you'd like a charming 

new bathroom—or a bright, 
cheerful, modern kitchen—or an 
extra room in basement or attic— 
perhaps you are eager to have a new 
roof and sidewalls that can’t burn 
and will never wear out—perhaps 
you are anxious to insulate your 
home so that you may enjoy com- 
fortable, healthful room tempera- 
tures the year round... 

You'll get a wealth of help from 
Johns-Manville’s free book, “101 
Practical Suggestions for Home Im- 
provements.” 

Page after page of ideas in inter- 
esting text and fascinating pictures 
(many in full color)—and informa- 
tion, also, on how to finance home 
improvements on convenient 
monthly payments under the terms 
of the government-sponsored 
Home Improvement Plan. 

For FREE copy, mail coupon. 


JOHNS-MANVILLE i 


BUILDING MATERIALS 
SEND FOR THIS FREE “101 IDEA BOOK"! 





J-M Asbestos Shingles are charming 
and everlasting. They will not burn, 
rot, split or wear out. Ice and snow 
will not dislodge or crack them. No 


heavy repair bills each spring. 





Once shabby, gloomy—now bright, 
modern. J-M Asbestos Flexboard; in 
both tile design and unscored color 
Panels, was applied right over the old 
walls——quickly, easily, inexpensively. 





J-M Ro-k Wool in Ful-Thik “batts” 
for new houses—or ‘‘blown’’ into 
walls of existing homes—keeps rooms 
up to 15° cooler in hottest weather; 
cuts fuel bills up to 30%. 






Johns-Manville, Dept. 17 C, Toronto (6), Ont. 


Send me the new 1937 “101 Book” FREE. I 
am especially interested in Home Insulation [_]. 
Insulating Boards for extra rooms[_]. An As- 
bestos Shingle roof [). Cedargrain Asbestos 
Siding Shingles). lam planning toremodel ["]. 
Iam planning to build (7). 
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Gurney 


CORONATION 


ELECTRIC RANGE 


No. 44E2 (illustrated with Lamp, 
Minute Minder and Condiment Set). 
All outer surfaces of acid-resisting 
porcelain enamel. Chromalox Super- 
speed Top Burners are entirely pro- 
tected against accidental spill or jar. 
Two-burners-in-one, giving selective 
heat, save 50% current consumption. 
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Right from the Gurney Laboratory A! 


L5O Kitchen-Tested Recipes 


by Margaret M. Mulhall, B.H.Se. 


Director of the Home Service Department. 









SMART BUSINESS - LIKE 
RECIPE BOX 


FREE 


to each new purchaser of a 


GURNEY ELECTRIC RANGE 


Each recipe is new and original, 
offering different and delightful 


taste sensations. 













INDEXED FOR QUICK REFERENCE 


No more thumbing through cook-books . . 
quick index locates recipe in a twinkling . 

to the index-card and it is right before you! 
In addition, a series of “Helpful Hints on 6 Most Important 


Problems” goes into each Recipe Box. 


The owner of one of these boxes will be supplied with all 
new recipes produced within 6 months. 
For further particulars, see your nearest Northern Electric 


or Gurney dealer. 


COOK WITH SKILL AND EASE 


In styling and service, the Gurney Electric Range is ultra 
modern . . . But, see the way faster-heating Oven Units, 
with Automatic Heat Control, so beautifully even 
and light . . . the speed and economy of flat, direct-heating 
Chromalox Top Burners how smokeless Broiling is 
faster, easier and more delicious, too. 


the handy- 


clip it on 





Get electric cookery at its magic besti BUY 
KITCHEN TESTED 





ze 


ELECTRIC RANGE 
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May Baskets for Judith 


(Continued from page !1) 





Harriet were the May basket age—not 
their mother. She poked a careful finger 
under the flowers and pulled out a white 
envelope. “‘Judith.’”’ She sat down on the 
step. 

Divorce Andrew? Her fingers creased 
and recreased the letter. But she wouldn’t 
be a divorcee—not like Mrs. Rallings. 
She’d be marrying Toby. He said, ‘Take 
the children.”” She frowned. Expose him 
to their cruel Winton not-understanding? 
She couldn’t. But leave them? They did 
need her and she loved them. Leave 
Andrew? Father would say, ‘You've 
vowed before God, Judy.” Besides, 
Andrew didn’t deserve it. He’d been good 
to her, in his own way. And however little 
he realized it, he did need her. “But 
Judith, I love you.”” She thought she could 
hear Toby saying it. ‘Judith, I love you.” 
And she knew then, in the stillness of the 
May morning, that she loved him—desper- 
ately, quietly, with all her heart. That she 
must have been loving him a long, long 
time. 

She watched the children off for school, 
made Andrew’s late breakfast herself and 
sat down by the window to wait. She 
tried to sew, tried to read, ended up by 
simply touching the arbutus. At eleven 
o’clock he came. The shadow of a smile 
played around her lips as she watched his 
long strides across the lawn, saw him con- 
sider jumping the fence, remember the 
neighbors’ all-seeing eyes, and walk se- 
dately through the gate. She opened the 
door before the knocker sounded. Judith 
of the parsonage had never been more eager, 

He took her hands in his. ‘My dear, 
my very dear.” 

She wore her new spring suit and the 
jaunty little hat that matched. They had 
luncheon in an old farmhouse far back in 
the woods; they spent the afternoon on a 
bluff overlooking the sea. Toby talked of 
London and the south of France, of 
Christmas in Italy. Judith listened with 
her heart, but her lips made no answer. 
He’d thrown his hat on the ground and 
put his head in her lap. 

“I’ve thought of us so often like this,” 
he murmured, pressing her hands against 
his face. ‘“‘You and I—with only the sea 
and the sky and the wind. You do love 
me, Judy.” 

“Yes.”” Her eyes were on the whitecaps. 
“Yes, I love you, Toby, but it’s too late. 
This is hail and farewell. We mustn't be 
alone again.” 

He stormed and argued, she pleaded; 
they cried. Twilight crept up from the 
valley. Her handkerchief, smelling faintly 
of eau de cologne, dried his angry tears. 
“Toby, every day of my life—as I’m doing 
my work, saying my prayers—I will re- 
member that you love me. You'll remem- 
ber at evening, when you have time, that 
I love you. And we'll be brave and glad 
because we’ve been decent.” 

Toby said, “You call that decency? Liv- 
ing across the street from each other— 
wanting and loving as we do? Oh, no, 
Judith. You'll come with me or I'll go 
alone. I won’t stay here watching you- 

Judith was frightened. She said, ‘“Toby, 
you can’t go!” But she knew he would. 


THE MORNING she saw the truck drive 
his trunks away, she worked in her garden. 
At evening she put her mending spools in a 
silver basket. No tears, Judith, no tears. 
It’s best that he’s gone. There’s nothing 
bad enough for bitterness. 

She said it over and over when the 
house across the road reproached her with 
its vacant, glassy eyes, when Mrs. Jenks 
told her how the people on the other side 
of the tracks missed big, smiling Dr. 
Tobin; but she stopped believing it as she 
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listened again and again to Andrew’s 
explanations for his absence from dinner, 
his trips over week-ends. Unfaithful was 
a horrible word. The memory of love was 
a frugal diet. 


JUDITH DISCOVERED the first white 
in her hair with something of relief. Forty- 
four was quite old. Perhaps in a little while 
now she wouldn’t watch the mails for a 
letter that didn’t come; perhaps she would 
stop waiting for signs of life in Toby’s 
house. As she looked at the faces of her 
children—Andrew so stolid at twenty- 
four, Janet so married, Henry and Harriet 
so incurably collegiate—she was a little 
bewildered. They were so strong and self- 
sufficient. They didn’t need her. Andrew 
no longer wanted her, but Toby at some 
other end of the earth— 

The evenings were long and quiet. She 
played “None but the Lonely Heart,” 
over and over on her victrola, her mending 
basket on the floor beside her. She felt 
like a cold, shivering puppy, huddled up 
against the door of life without even the 
strength or courage to bark for admission. 
Write to Toby? After nine years? She 
folded her sewing and climbed the stairs to 
her room. What did Andrew do in all his 
time away from home? Mrs. Rallings had 
had many successors. Sometimes Judith 
wondered about those other women. She 
didn’t know them, never saw them, but 
they were all around her. It was strange. 
She and Andrew seldom quarrelled now. 
When she thought about it, it seemed pre- 
posterous that two people could live to- 
géther, share the same bed and so seldom 
talk to each other. Where was the reason 
behind such a useless life as hers? And then 
she knew. She was going to have a child. 

For the first time in her life, Judith felt 
strong and independent. This child would 
be hers. She waited a long time before she 
told Andrew. When she did, he said: 

“But, Judith—at your age! We're too 
old. Our family’s grown-up!” 

Judith only smiled. The grown-up 
children were embarrassed and impatient, 
but she continued her rounds of the shops 
and spent her evenings over a silver basket 
filled with handkerchief linen and pink 
satin. 

She liked the young doctor who took 
care of her. She liked life again, it was full. 
Years slipped past quickly. A serious-eyed 
child of five with feathery gold curls took 
balls of yarn from a mending basket. 

“We're playing flower shop today, 
mother. This blue yarn will have to be the 
violets. There isn’t any purple. I love this 
pretty silver basket. When you don’t want 
it any more, may I have it? Tonight can 
we eat in the summer-house and pretend 
it’s Christmas in Italy?” 

“You talk so fast!’’ Judith smiled. 
Phyllis was such a dear little girl. Perhaps 
some time they could go to Italy—to all 
the places— 


ANDREW'S DEATH was startling in its 
suddenness, but his going left no yawning 
gap in her life. It was almost as if a picture 
she’d been looking at for so many years 
that she no longer quite saw it had been 
moved from its customary place. Judith 
wore black; Phyllis objected. 

“Don’t wear your sad-dress any more, 
mother. Please. Wear your blue.”’ In 
spite of the other children’s disapproval, 
Judith put aside her mourning and hung 
bright chintz at the windows of her house. 
It echoed with young laughter again, 
happier, she thought, than it had ever 
been. And that was right. Phyllis mustn’t 
be cheated because she had an older mother 
and no father. Judith trimmed Christmas 
trees and baked birthday cakes with pink 
candles. There were kindergarten draw- 
ings to be pinned on her bedroom wall, 
children’s concerts in town. And then one 
day a letter—the letter she’d almost 
stopped looking for. She could have read 
it with her eyes closed, it was so nearly 
like that other letter fifteen years old and 
locked in the secret drawer of her desk. 

“Why is it you’re dressing me all up, 
mother? Whose birthday is it?’”’ Phyllis 
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Make a Parchment Shade 


See what a decorative piece of work you can do 
with linseed oil, wall paper and sealing wax 


IF YOU have your heart set on a parch- 
ment lampshade, and have no parchment, 
what are you going to do about it? Well 

. I made one anyway. It looks like 
parchment, it makes of light the same 
mellowed richness, it has the distinctive, 
dull old gleam. But it’s left-over wall- 
paper, boiled linseed oil and house paint, 
and such things that a woman works 
together and somehow turns into a 
synthetic parchment . . . or whatever else 
she wants! 

The cost was chiefly in time and 
ingenuity, both of which the average 
woman can find if she needs them. First 
of all, I bought at the hardware store a 
pint of boiled linseed oil, the kind used in 
mixing house paint, and then I salvaged 
some old rolls of wallpaper from the attic. 

From each of several partly used rolls I 
cut pieces about six inches square and laid 
them flat on the kitchen table. Then, 
using a clean cotton cloth as a sort of 
swab, I sopped both sides of the pieces with 
oil. After they had absorbed all they 
would, I held each, in turn, up to the light 
to see the effect. Several would not do. I 
discovered that a medium weight that is 
not too dark in color is ideal. My favorite 
had a deep cream-colored background with 
a tiny all-over pattern embossed in self 
color, and a_ wide-spaced tracery in 
browns, with leaves in faded reds, orange, 
blue and mulberry. 

The oil bath was pretty messy, but it 
was an absolutely necessary prelude to the 
making of the shade. It was the point at 
which the wallpaper lost its identity as 
such and began the transition into the 
material so much like parchment. Oil 
made it practically transparent, and in the 
light it was a translucent amber, with the 
pattern mistily displayed. 

I knew my idea was good. So I decided 
to work it out on a whole lampshade-size 
sheet of paper. 


I HAD a sturdy wire frame which was 
fitted and proportioned to the lamp, so I 
set about planning my pattern to fit the 
shape of this. I pinned newspaper to the 
wires halfway around, and trimmed it close 
at the edges, allowing an inch extra at the 
sides for a lap. The frame was a large oval 
one and my wallpaper was comparatively 
narrow, so I made the pattern in two 
pieces, to be joined down the end wires. 
Then I laid these patterns on the unrolled 
wallpaper and marked carefully around 
them with a pencil. In that way I oiled 
only what I needed. I sopped the oil well 
into the wallpaper inside the pencil marks 
and left it to soak while I began my next 
step. 

This was to make ‘“‘sealing wax paint” 
by dissolving ordinary sealing wax in 
denatured alcohol. I had used this before 
in decorating small things, and always 
save my small empty cold cream and oint- 
ment jars for containers, because it is 
impossible to clean the mixture completely 
out of dishes. 

I decided to emphasize only the leaf 
colors in my pattern, so bought a ten-cent 
stick of sealing wax in each of the four 
colors, and three sticks of transparent 
amber. I only used one quarter of each of 
the first four. 

I put each of these opaque colors in a 
separate small jar and poured in about a 
teaspoonful of the alcohol. I used the 
transparent amber lavishly, breaking it all 
up into an old cup and almost filling it with 
alcohol. I shook each jar gently from time 
to time to hasten the dissolving. An over- 
night period is a good time allowance for 
the dissolving process. 

Then I came back to “processing” my 
wallpaper. I heated the hand iron quite 
hot and ironed the oiled paper, using two 
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pieces of clean blotting paper, top and 
bottom, so that the iron never came into 
contact with the wallpape-. I used fairly 
small pieces of blotting paper (to save 
expense) and moved them about in iron- 
ing. When this was done, the blotting 
paper had absorbed all the surplus oil and 
the wallpaper had acquired a dull-finish 
transparency and was dry to the touch. 

On another day I went over the entire 
surface of the wallpaper (leaving an hour 
between doing the upper and under sides) 
with my amber-colored solution. This gave 
a slight gloss, and when both sides were 
thoroughly dry, I took a very small artist’s 
brush and picked out some of the promin- 
ent parts of the design, on the right side, 
matching them with the colors of the 
thick “‘paint’’ I had mixed. I didn’t try to 
cover all the design, nor to follow too 
exactly the contours of the leaves. Just 
touched up groups here and there to avoid 
crowding of color. 

This dried quickly, leaving a slightly 
raised decoration with an enamel-like 
gloss. Then I covered the entire right 
side with a second coat of the transparent 
amber. It dried slowly over night. 


TO COMPLETE the shade I cut carefully 
along the pencil marks with sharp scissors 
and, using a leather punch (a large size 
darning needle would do), made small 
holes a quarter of an inch from the edges 
of both pieces, top and bottom, one inch 
apart. It was an easy matter to fasten the 
covering to the frame, lacing the prepared 
paper and fastening the end with a loose 
knot near the end up and down wire 
(working on a table). 

I used a long length of heavy perle 
cotton in golden tan which I happened to 
have, and passed it alternately under the 
wires and through the holes. I attached 
both top and bottom edges in this manner, 
tying the lacing invisibly on the inside, and 
leaving the side laps free until both halves 
were snugly in place. Then I fastened them 
together with small brass paper fasteners, 
punching through and turning out the 
prongs with the utmost care. For while 
there is all the beauty of parchment in this 
shade material, there is not the same 
toughness. Once in place on the lamp, the 
shade is practically indestructible and no 
particular cleaning is required. Dust can 
readily be wiped off with a dampened 
cloth. Dignified by day, graceful by night, 
my lamp bears all the beauty of the 
‘“*thandmade’”’ with none of the stigma of the 
“‘homemade.”’ 




























MAN-MADE MEALS 






Price 15 Cents—No. 2,201 








of recipes for your enjoyment. 
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CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 


will bring a new piquancy to your 


every housekeeper should have. 











Wedding Etiquette 


Pur Cs wef mut 


FAVORITE DESSERTS 
OF THE CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 


Over sixty delicious new desserts—each one 
flavorsome, economical, and carefully tested 
and approved. Cold—hot—jellied—frozen— 
fruit—and pastry desserts—a rare collection 


SWEET AND SAVORY SAUCES 
Price 5 Cents—No. 2,203 


In response to hundreds of requests the 
Institute presents this survey of sauces that 


valuable group of sauce suggestions that 





Bring a New Excitement 


To Your Cooking 


With these culinary secrets from the Chatelaine ayo 


FIVE USEFUL SERVICE BULLETINS 


MAN-MADE MEALS 
Price 5 Cents—No. 2,204 


When planning a holiday that will leave 
your man at home alone, get this Institute 
bulletin to give him simple menu ideas — 
grocery orders — easy, man-made recipes, 
and suggestions for successful stag parties. 












Favorite Desserts 
* ~. on THE 
CHATELAINE PNSTITUTE 
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28 COOKIE RECIPES 
Price 10 Cents—No. 2,200 


They make your mouth water just to read 
their names — Filbert macaroons — Butter- 
scotch fingers—Orange circles—Corn-flake 
date cookies—and many others. Each one 
selected by the Institute as something very 
special—a pleasure to make, and a joy to eat! 
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WEDDING ETIQUETTE 
Price 5 Cents—No. 400 


How do you make the announcements? What 
is the correct procedure for dress and 
ceremony? Who pays for what? All the 
thousand and one minor details of wedding 
etiquette are answered for you in this 
Institute bulletin. 









CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto. 


Please send me your Service Bulletins Nos. ..........eseereeeeereereecens 
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| MAKE YOUR KITCHEN A 


FOR POTS AND PANS 


Lady, S.O.S. is just the “beauty 
treatment” they need! 


A dip, a rub, a rinse—blackened 
pots and pans shine again like 
new. Quickly and easily. You'll 
agree there’s no other cleanser 
just like S.0.S. to clean, scour and 
polish in one simple operation. 


Buy a package today at your 
favorite store. Or mail coupon 
below for generous free sample. 


$.0.S. SHINES 


Greasy pans ® scorched pots ® dull aluminum 
charred broilers * rusted metal * smoked kettles 
messy stove tops * "Pyrex" cooking ware 





Look for the 
YELLOW and 


To La under 





I CAN imagine a dirty face still being 
attractive if I liked the person who owned 
it. But I’m blessed if I can say the same 
thing about limp, bedraggled curtains. 
Even the smartest of them lose distinction 
when they are soiled, and what’s more they 
wear out a lot more quickly. So keep them 
clean and you serve both beauty and 
economy. 

One of the easiest ways to freshen 
curtains is to hand the job over to some- 
body else. By which I mean that commer- 
cial laundries will take them from you and 
send them back with edges straight, ruffles 
crisp, pleatings in place and everything 
else as it should be. As a rule, it is better 
to have all over-draperies dry cleaned 
although simple cotton or linen, silk or 
rayon ones unlined and with a plain 
heading can be laundered satisfactorily 
either by professionals or at home. 

Dry cleaning, too, is a good way of 
dealing with glass curtains, especially 
delicate fabrics. But the majority can 
safely go in the tub if you use care in 
washing, pressing and shaping them. First 
of all, shake them gently to get rid of 
surface dust, then measure—and jot down 
the figures to take the load off your mind— 
so that you can stretch them again to their 
original size and shape. Put them through 
two or three preliminary rinses in clear, 
cool or lukewarm water which will remove 
the loose soil. 


NOW THEY are ready for the rich, soapy 
suds in your washing machine—hot if it’s 
white, cotton material you’re washing, 
warm for celanese or ecru and colored 
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fabrics. Let the washer run for about 
three minutes and put through a loose 
wringer which is easier on you and on them 
than twisting them in the hands. Or, if 
they are very old and frail and you are 
washing them by hand, squeeze the suds 
gently through the material, rather than 
rub. It pays to give them another sudsy 
bath, then rinse them first in hot or 


lukewarm water—according to the ma- | 


terial—and next in cool water, slightly 
blued for white curtains. 


dipped in tea or coffee solution of suitable 
strength. 

Thin cottons have a smarter appearance 
if starched just enough to restore their 
crispness but not stiffen them. Ruffles, 
though, should be quite perky to look 
their best. Gather the frill of each curtain 
into a bunch and dip into a little undiluted 
starch which you have reserved for the 
purpose. Ruffles on silky ninons and other 
filmy fabrics are not crisped but allowed to 
fall softly. 


DRY WHITE curtains in the sun but 
colored ones in the shade to prevent fading. 
Stretchers are a great convenience for any 
glass curtains, especially net or lace, but 
it is important that they be adjusted to the 
proper size before the curtains are washed. 
And you know that trick of basting a strip 
of muslin along the edge of a very sheer 
panel in order to protect the fragile threads; 
then the muslin instead of the curtain is 
fastened to the stretcher frame. 

An electric ironer does a good job on 
loosely woven, stretchy materials as well 
as firmer fabrics, and even pleated edgings 
can be set this way by first pinning each 
piece to the roller. If ironing by hand, 
have them uniformly damp to begin with. 
Use a fairly cool iron for celanese and 
rayon, medium heat for fussy styles which 
need patting and coaxing into shape and a 
hotter one for plain, simply fashioned, 
cotton hangings. 

Materials of firm, flat weave are easiest 
to square up at the corners and edges but 
care in pressing must be taken with all of 


them. Otherwise, and sometimes in spite | 


of yourself, the hems will be uneven. 


Ecru ones, if | 
necessary to restore the color can be | 
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Thoroughbred 


(Continued from page 9) 





After three rings, a slatternly woman 
came to the door. She looked with per- 
petual eyes of suspicion upon the world, 
thin nose hooked and enquiring, mouth 
compressed from lack of smiles. 

“T’m looking,” Sinclair began, ‘“‘for a 
young lady who dances at Sunshine 
Cabaret.”” The Sinclair manner, polished 
and brittle. 

“You needn’t look no farther. She ain’t 
here.”’ This with a glance, triumphant and 
malicious. 

“She was here last night, or early this 
morning.” 

“Is that so? Well, she ain’t here now.’ 

Austin’s foot saved the door shutting in 
his face. 

“Well, I want to know where she is, and 
quick.” 

The iron heel. The language she knew. 

“I thought you might mean harm to 
her. I like the girl. She’s at the City 
Hospital.” 

“‘What’s her name?” 

“Kathleen Brice.” 

As simple as that. 

But hospitals are not to be bullied. He 
admitted to the stiff, starched nurse, with 
the manner of a duchess, that he was not a 
member of the family—just a friend. 

Orders were that no one but the family 
could be admitted, and, if there was no 
family, so much the better, for the girl 
had pneumonia. If anything could be 
done, quiet would do it. He stood, uncer- 
tain, then went into the night. 

Now he knew. There was no use fussing. 
With a sense of curious relief, he drove 
from the building. In humanity’s name, 
he had done all that he could. He said it 
then, he said it the next morning, the next 
afternoon, yet the nurse had said: 

“If anything could be done, quiet would 
doit.” If anything 

For the first time, Sinclair recognized 
that he was not reacting like a Sinclair. 
Nothing ever nagged at him. Life was 
ordinarily simple, so why was he pacing 
the floor. Like a sick puppy, that’s how 
she had been. With a puppy’s yapping 
spirit until the door closed behind her. 
More of a thoroughbred than thorough- 
breds. He called the hospital. 

“She’s been half starved, apparently. 
Maybe a fool diet. Goodness knows.”’ This 
the verdict of an interne. “‘She’s nothing 
to build on. Slip away in her sleep, perhaps. 
Can't tell.” 

Disinterested, one of many, a charity 
patient. Yet the man’s tone expressed 
regret such as one would feel at youth’s 
extinction. 

Austin hung the receiver up slowly. He 
was more right than he had dreamed and 
experienced a sick sensation at the pit of 
his stomach. It had been years since death 
had come close. It dazed and hurt him. A 
light touch on his arm caused him to jump 
like a frightened boy. He turned, to look 
straight into Nathalie’s laughing eyes. He 
had not heard her tread on the thick 
carpet. 

He arose, but his smile came hard. She 
pushed him back into the chair. 

Sinclair involuntarily felt his usual 
tribute of admiration. Her costume was 
strictly tailored, but on her coat were 
violets. She was slim, young, and she 
liked him. 

“IT was passing and thought I’d run in,” 
she explained. Then: ‘Austin, what’s 
happened? You look as if you’d seen a 
ghost.” 

He tried to laugh. 

“You’re not yourself,” sharply. “‘Was it 
too much of an evening last night that 
you look so sick?” 

" “You do reach wrong conclusions, you 
know,” he answered lightly. 


, 


“There’s one I'll never regret having 
reached,”’ she said cryptically. They were 
both quiet, then she continued in her usual 
manner. 

“There’s a party, Austin, a charity 


* thing. I know we can depend on you. It’s 


a masquerade.” 

She sat nonchalantly on the edge of his 
desk as a wife, a mistress, a daughter 
might. Any of the things she was not. The 
scent of violets, like a funeral, was dis- 
tressing. 

Always where it was approved, the 
Sinclairs subscribed to Charity, especially 
when it was smart and published in the 
papers. He felt sick of the Sinclairs. Yet 
his tone was even and pleasant. 

“Of course, Nathalie. How much?” 

“But we want you, too. There’s to bea 
dinner first at Mason’s. You'll go along 
with us. Theodora will be here, and—”’ 

“Sorry, Nathalie, but I'll be out of town. 
I really will,” as though trying to convince 
himself. 

She was undisturbed. 

“How do you know you will? You don’t 
even know when it’s going to be.” 

“Oh, I’m leaving soon,” vaguely. 

“But where?”’ 

None of her business. 
don’t say that. 

“Oh, the Mediterranean—somewhere.” 

She swung one foot idly, studying his 
face. The one man she had ever even half 
loved. And he had started tobogganing. 

“What is it, Austin?” foot still swinging. 
“Since you met that girl night before last, 
you’ve been strange. Are you offended 
about last night? I—you see,” her lips 
trembled. This was Nathalie’s last resort. 
“T really care so much. I’ve always de- 
pended on you. You’ve never mixed with 
scum, or have you?” her lips forgot to 
tremble for the moment. 

“How do you know she’s scum?” he 
asked shortly. “‘What is your definition of 
scum? And you are speaking of the girl, 
aren’t you?” 

It was plain she had expected instant 
denial. Austin had had a cold. She had 
been foolishly suspicious, and was big 
enough to admit it. 

“*You’ve seen her then,” flatly. 

“T have not.” 

Her eyes flashed. ‘“‘If you’re lying to 
me, I’m through.” In a furious whirl, she 
was gone. The scent of violets was like 
death, and what was Nathalie through 
with, anyway. 


Yet Sinclairs 


HE RAN a hand tiredly over his hair. 
Why the fuss, what was it all about? 
Kathleen, of course, as innocent of disrup- 
tion as a new-born babe. He pounded his 
fist into the palm of his hand. It was 
disgusting. It was Nathalie, beyond a 
doubt, who put impetus behind his 
thoughts, who incited him to help this 
other, so dependent. He would prove to 
his world that man can be friend to 
woman. 

Incredibly ill was the girl when he saw 
her. Never had he witnessed anything like 
it, a child muttering fragments of her life. 

Austin got behind those barred doors 
finally. 

“Are you related to her?” he had been 
asked. 

“I’m her fiancé; she has no family.” 

They had been doubtful, but the Sinclair 
manner carried him. 

He had never before seen the ghastly 
mercy of a hospital ward, rows of tailored 
beds with white ridges of suffering down 
the middle. 

Kathleen Brice was so little. The en- 
thusiasm in her, the high kicking spirit 
of defiance was smothered in the heat of 
fever, the protestings of a fanciful brain. 
So different from just the other night, as 
she gasped for breath. When he took her 
hand, she quieted. He procured a room 
and nurses. Nothing to impress the public, 
this. His own little charity, every chance 
for a girl’s life, that was all. 

That first day, she sang snatches of 
opera, Irish lullabies, and ribald night club 
songs. 

After the second day, he determined not 
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Perfectly natural, healthy feet can come from 
constant care in selecting shoes for the feet 
of your children. Hurlbuts ensure control of 
growth during the tender years of 
childhood - strengthening the weak - 


developing the strong. 


op ALL GROWING AGES 
THE SAVAGE SHOE COMPANY LIMITED, PRESTON, ONT. 
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— but its a Zidon 
TOUS --- 


When the girl babies of 
Upper Burma are born, 
they have normal neck 
muscles, but in their 
tender years their 
parents impose a 
pressure that produces 
the long neck - too weak 
to hold up her head 
without support. 


Neither nature nor we 
like the practice. 


It takes twenty 
years to grow 
a normal foot. 










Easy now to make 


ISE mothers now stimulate their chil- 

dren’s appetite for milk this new six- 
flavor way — by making it into gay, colorful 
rennet-custards—a different flavor, different 
color every day. Children love them — at 
meals—or any time—especially as a dessert 
topped with fruits, nuts, preserves, etc. And 
the rennet enzyme helps to make them digest 
faster than plain milk. 


No fuss ... no trouble. . . . Just lukewarm 
milk and “JUNKET” Rennet Powder. Ready 
in three minutes. Six flavors: Vanilla, choco- 
late, lemon, orange, raspberry, maple. At 
your grocer’s. 

“JUNKET” és the trade-mark of Chr. Hansen's 


Laboratory for its rennet and other food products and 
st is registered in Canada and the U.S. 


your child beg for milk! 


See how he “goes for” rennet-custards made from 
“JUNKET” Rennet Powder and LUKEWARM Milk. 







FREE RECIPE BOOK 


| Tells 61 easy ways to make 
| delicious rennet-custards, ice 
creams and milk sherbets. 
“THE ‘JUNKET’ FOLKS,” Dept. F5 

Chr. Hansen's Laboratory, 
833 King St. West, Toronto, Ont. 


Please send me the new recipe book. 


-—————— J 
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OH, JANE, |D LOVE 
TO GOTO THE 
MOVIES WITH YOU 

BUT IVE SUCH A 
HEAP OF MENDING 
AND DARNING TO 
DO — AND AFTER 
EVERY WASHDAY ITS 
THE SAME STORY ! 














MY GOODNESS ! 
WASHING SHOULDNT 
WEAR OUT CLOTHES- 
YOU MUST BE USING 
THE WRONG SOAP 
TRY MY SOAP, 
SUNLIGHT... 
IT WASHES WITH 
a , NO HARD RUBBING 
POPS. AT ALL 
















UNLIGHT piles up creamy, 

thick suds in no time because 

it is all pure soap. It’s no trouble 

at all to swish the clothes around 

in these lively lasting suds and 

get them clean, sweet smelling 
and snowy white. 


Sunlight’s pure, rich, lasting 
suds draw dirt out so gently they 
cannot harm the clothes. No need 
to boil. No need for washboard 
scrubbing either. 


Washed many times, coloured 
things stay fresh, crisp and bright 
like new. Washed this easy 
scrubless way clothes last 


longer— you have ’way less mend- 
ing to do. Sunlight’s gentle suds 
keep hands smooth and white, too. 
Get a supply of Sunlight for next 
washday. Wonderful for dishes 
and all household cleaning. 
Lever Brothers Limited 
By Appointment 
to Their Excellencies, 


the Governor-General and 
the Lady Tweedsmuir. 

















THE $5,000 
GUARANTEE 
OF PURITY ON 
EVERY CARTON 
IS YOUR 
PROTECTION 









ST. THOMAS 


eA Ima Colle GE ontario 


Delightful location; readily accessible; expansive grounds, well-wooded; 
bright, airy students’ quarters, well appointed. Gymnasium, swimming 
Junior 


pool, tennis courts, riding, golf, skating and other sports. 


College, in affiliation with The University of Western Ontario, Pass 
and Honor matriculation, Public School, Music, Dramatics, Commercial, 
Art, Handicrafts, Household Economics, Junior College Home Economics 
Course and other sub. 

Write for Prospectus -— Principal: Rev. P. S. Dobson, M.A., D.D. 
A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
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Lo vel y for 


Luncheon 
* 


The Crocheted Table 
Set is smart and nen, 
yet simple to make. 
It’s in an easy, effect- 
ive tree design. 


MACRAME TWINE, in deep ecru shade, 
makes this very smart new crochet set for 
your table. The place mat displays twin 
pine trees, and the centrepiece has a trio. 
Sturdy napkin rings in similar design com- 
plete the set. 

Materials Required.—For 1 centrepiece, 
4 place mats and 4 napkin rings, allow 
6 balls of Macramé Twine, shade 543. A 
steel hook, size 12. 

Abbreviations.—Ch., chain; d.c., double 
crochet; tr., treble; bl., block. 

The Centrepiece.—Begin with 133 chain, 
turn and work 1 d.c. in 3rd ch. from hook, 
then 1 d.c. in each chain, 1 ch. to turn. 
Work 5 rows of 1 d.c. on each d.c., with 
1 ch. to turn. 

Next row.—2 ch. turn, 6 tr. over first 
6 d.c., *1 ch. miss over 1 d.c., 1 tr. on next 
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The finished set makes a charming 
background for china and silver. And 
here's a close-up of the tree motif in 
the middle panel of the centre piece. 
( tesy Canadian Sy | Cottor 
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(this forms a hole). Repeat from *4 more 
times to make 5 holes, 2 tr. on next 2 tr. 
making 3 tr. in all, which makes a “‘block.” 
Now work | hole, 1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 5 holes, 
7 tr., 9 holes, 1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 1 hole, 
1 bl., 9 holes, 7 tr., 5 holes, 1 bl., 1 hole, 
1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 5 holes, 7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

Next row.—6 tr., 5 holes, 1 bl., 1 hole, 
1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 5 holes, 7 tr., 9 holes, 
1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 9 holes, 
7 tr., 5 holes, 1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 1 hole, 
1 bl., 5 holes, 7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

3rd row.—Same as Ist row of pattern. 

4th row.—6 tr., 7 holes, 1 bl., 7 holes, 
7 tr., 11 holes, 1 bl., 11 holes, 7 tr., 7 holes, 
1 bl., 7 holes, 7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

5th and oth rows.—-Same as 4th. 

7th row.—6 tr., 3 holes, 19 tr., (tr. on tr. 

{Continued on page 75} 
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Double placing of the tree design makes the place mat particularly 
effective and modern in design. 
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He had never known anything like it, did 
not know that it could be. He was impelled 
to call the hospital and the report was 
good, but he was not satisfied. 

Weary of self analysis, pencil poised over 
paper in his office, he tried to find the 
answer. There were things one did, did not 
do. That had been clear. Now everything 
was obscured. 

A light laugh brought him back from 
introspection. 

It was Nathalie. She had not knocked, 
never did, even the clerks granting her the 
privileges of a wife. 

“I’m on my way home,” she explained 
blithely. 

Home, after a day filled with trifles, and 
in the evening more trifles. He knew. 

She was exquisite as always, and laid a 
possessive hand on his shoulder. 

“Is your gloom growing chronic, darling? 
Has it merely been a hard day, or have you 
been disappointed in love?’”’ She lit a 
cigarette, sitting in her customary place on 
the edge of his desk, foot swinging. ‘‘I hear 
you've come out of your monastery, or 
whatever kind of retreat it was,”’ wickedly. 
“You know, of course, that I’ve been very 
angry with you.” 

“No, no, I didn’t know.”’ He leaned 
back in his chair. 

“Oh, you didn’t know?’’ mockingly. 
“Even Humphreys has wondered about 
you,” 

“I thought maybe you were out of 
town,” he defended himself lamely. 

“You ‘thought maybe,’ ”’ she mimicked. 
“So then I’m to do the calling, the 
courting.” 

“Courting?” he caught at the word. 

“‘Well?”’ a challenge in her tone. 

He arose, impatient. 

“Humphreys and I both courted you. 
You chose Humphreys, you know. Just 
what do you want?” 

“Not Humphreys,’ 
sick of Humphreys.” 

““You knew Humphreys very well before 
you married him. You knew me, too, but 
you married him,” stubbornly. 

She picked a book from the desk, threw 
it on the floor. 

‘You make me tired. You’re a prude. 
There isn’t another man to whom I'd lift a 


on her feet. “I’m 


finger that wouldn’t come running. You're 
the sort of man who thinks decent women 
are decent women, and I know very well 
you’ve been running around with the sort 
who make their living from men like you. 

The rage that beset Austin could not be 
explained by Sinclair tradition. Outwardly 
calm, inwardly seething, he enquired 
blandly: 

“Has it ever bothered you, the way you 
make your living, Nathalie?” 

Values were suddenly clear to him, and 
dazzling. 

“You mean,’’ furious, “‘Humphreys, my 
husband.” 

So she did know. 

“Your husband?”’ he answered. “Yes, I 
mean Humphreys.” 

Her eyes met his, then his glance 
travelled over her, mink coat with orchids 
pinned on the collar, smart hat, expensive 
shoes. ; 

Nathalie followed the glance. 

“T am not the way you see me,”’ she said. 
“How dare you.” 

“You're a gold digger, my dear,” he 
replied gently, ‘‘and gold diggers are 
cheats.” 

She was gone. He did not even look up. 
All he felt was relief. 

Austin threw the pencil still clutched 
in his hand on the desk. He caught sight 
of the portrait of his great-great-great- 
grandfather, be-ringed, smug in satin 
breeches. 

“You are a mean-looking old snob,” he 
said aloud, “‘and I suppose you and others 
like you made me the prig I’ve been. I 
can’t be a friend to Kathleen. I don’t want 
to be her friend. So what, old boy?” 

He reached for his hat and coat, wrapped 
a muffler about his neck and hurried into 
the glowing twilight. A taxi drove up to 
the curb. 

“City Hospital,”” he ordered curtly, 
“and faster than you ever made it.” 

“Death, sir?” the driver was solicitous. 

“No, life.”’ 

“Oh, yes,”’ sympathetically, “my wife 
had one last week.”’ 

Austin smiled. How Kathleen would 
laugh. How he had missed her laughter. 
His mother’s eyes, Kathleen’s. They were 
the same—woman’s. 





She “Just Growed Up” 


and her name is 


TOPSY! 


Wouldn’t You Like To 
Have This Cute Doll 
For Your Own— 


Without Cost? 





Made in Canada by Canadian Workmen. 


OU just can't help liking this happy-go-lucky, fat, colored baby doll! 


brea 


Topsy is a full sixteen inches high, skillfully made of special hard-to- 
t composition. She has a movable head, arms and legs. Her 


pretty dress is white organdie with a red trim — and petticoat to match. 
She has nice woollen socks and a white flannel diaper. A fine wardrobe to 
start with, and you can have fun making new things for her yourself! 


You can have tone without having to pay a cent—simply 
s 


get two one-year su 


criptions to Chatelaine, at One Dollar 


each, from friends or neighbors, and send us the $2 with your 
name and address. YOU MUST NOT INCLUDE ANY SUB- 
SCRIPTIONS FROM YOUR OWN HOME, OR ANY THAT 
YOU OR YOUR PARENTS HAVE PAID FOR. 

Why not resolve right now to have Topsy — she'll be mailed 
to you without delay, postpaid to your home, as soon as you 


send us the two subscriptions. 


JEAN TRAVIS, CHATELAINE, 481 UNIVERSITY AVENUE, TORONTO 
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‘Each kidney pie ornamented 
with a hole at the top into 
which the civil man poured 
hot gravy out of a spouted can’ 


“Little Dorrit “ 
CHAS DICKENS 


Steak and kidney pie 1s 
nicer than ever nowadays, 
for Bisto provides plenty of 
thick, rich gravy and makes 
all meat pies very much 


more appetising and tasty. 


ISTO, 


FOR MEAT PIES rt 
THAT APPETISE 








More Delicious 









A SNACK 
with a SM 


Paris Paté always tastes 
good ...,. wholesome 
. +... Sustaining ....- 
deliciously flavoured. 


Coffee and Tea: 


Make Coffee and Tea the CORY way — better and 
quicker than any 


other method. Economical too. 
famous FAST-FLO FILTER extracts all the del 
fragrance and delicious flavour of the coffee or t 
contact with metal—easy to clean and nothing to 









out of order 

COR FAST-FLO 
FILTER 

for SPEED-ECONOM 


F WH E E Write for Booklet telling 
how to make better tea 

and coffee. 

PERCY HERMANT LIMITED, 

Dept.A TORONTO cy2 
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"1847 Rogers Bros,’ 
Cromwell pattern, 
one of eight de- 
Signs expressive of 
the best craftsman- 
Ship. The makers 
of this lovely sil- 
verware Suggest 
Silvo to guard the 
charm of YOUR 


silver, 


SILVER thet 


Glows in Loveliness 





Tu mellow radiance 
that makes each piece 
a treasured possession is so 
easily retained with Silvo. 
This gentle, liquid polish 
renews and maintains this 
shimmering beauty. Silvo 
keeps your silver always 
beautiful, glowing with 
lasting loveliness. 


Write us for free sample of 


ASILVO4 
q 
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\ 


LIQUID SILVER POLISH \ 
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to return. No sense in his presence. Money 
would do the work if anything could. Yet 
a simple incident caused him to change his 
mind. His eldest brother, who, like his 
other brothers, and their wives, did things 
in a noticeable way, came to see him to 
speak of the “‘brawl,’’ as he expressed 
Austin’s behavior. 

“And everyone laughing,” he roared, 
“because ‘you said the girl was sick. As if 
that would excuse the exhibition you made 
of yourself. That viper penned columnist 
even took a poke at me today because of 
you, and I left Agatha in tears.”’ 

Austin leaned back in a padded chair. 
Poor, unctuous Richard. Money wouldn’t 
keep the hairs on his head, nor the fat from 
his stomach. He smiled as he gazed. 

“Look here,”’ the elder spoke sharply, 
“IT don’t know how well you know this girl, 
nor how long you’ve known her, and I 
don’t care, but we Sinclairs have tradi- 
tions—we Sinclairs—” 

“Oh, shut up, Richard,” Austin re- 
marked almost idly. ‘“‘I just wondered if 
you were having your usual Monday night 

directors’ meetings that Agatha swallows. 
Somehow, the columnist never got on to 
that, did he?” 

His brother ran a finger round his 
collar. His complexion grew apoplectic. 

“Why, you young upstart, you.” 

Austin laughed, continued laughing 
after the door slammed. 

So he returned to the hospital, with 
little credit to himself, he admitted, and 
found Kathleen with a flush on her cheeks. 
She stared at him, through him, then held 
out a hand, blindly. 

“She always quiets when you come,”’ the 
nurse explained, “and she does need 
quiet.” 

So she needed him. Others wanted him, 
but need was different. Every day there- 
after, he sat beside her. At times, she 
whimpered, at others was silent. 

“Please, God. She’s so little,’’ Austin 
found himself thinking. 

Reason beat against emotion. What did 
he know? Better maybe—a waif—a stray. 

“Please, God. She’s so little.” 

Like the muffled beat of a drum. 
“Please, God, so young.” 

The nurse knew what he wanted to 
know. He followed her with his eyes. To 
his puerile questions, her replies withheld 
what she really knew, he was sure. And 
Kathleen lay picking, picking at the 
spread. “Please, God, make her vital 
again.” 

After several hours, with a flutter of her 
eyelids, and a long sigh, Kathleen came 
into daylight from that fevered maze she 
had trod alone. She lay silent, then her eyes 
roved about the room, brooding, uncom- 
prehending. Finally they rested gravely 
on Austin’s face, studied it a long time. 

“You brought me back,” she whispered. 
“You held my hand and pulled me, didn’t 
you? I felt it.” 

He nodded. 

“Why did you?” 

“‘Didn’t you want to come?” 

She shut her eyes and, with the flush 
gone, appeared a little bird deathlike, 
pinched. She moved a hand toward him. 
Involuntarily he reached, took it. A faint 
smile hovered on her lips. She looked at 
him. 

“You are the doctor, aren’t you?” 

He nodded. In the white robes they put 
on him, he resembled one. 

“TI thought at first you were an angel,” 
she explained ingenuously, then dropped 
into childlike slumber. 

At the hospital the next two days, he did 
not see Kathleen. Whenever he came, she 
was sleeping. 

“She doesn’t need me any more,” he 
exclaimed involuntarily. 

“She’s getting well,’”’ the nurse replied. 

He left, downcast. It had been good to 
be needed, yet an end was inevitable. She 
had needed him when she was delirious, 
and now she was herself again. 

He would go once more. If she slept, he 
would not return, but this time her eyes 
were turned toward the door as if she were 
anxious. 


“Oh,” as he approached, “I’m glad. I 
thought you’d forgotten.” She pointed 
toward a chair. 

His heart warmed. He sat beside her, 
and her hand reached out shyly, now that 
she was better. 

“T’ve missed you, and I’ve been worried. 
I’ve wanted to ask about thisroom, these 
nurses. Once before, I was in a ward, and I 
haven’t any money, but I worried most 
that you wouldn’t come.” 

He lied easily. The room was endowed; 
patients in this room even received pretty 
nightgowns and bed jackets. A very rich 
woman had made this possible. 

“What a nice person she must have 
been,” Kathleen sighed. 

After this, he was there whenever pos- 
sible and he found Kathleen’s charm defi- 
nite, different. She told her life in snatches 
without self-consciousness. He thought he 
had never known such bravery nor self 
denial. The story of her struggle to dance 
that she might eat was a symposium. Her 
twenty-two years held so much that his 
own existence seemed devoid of experience. 
He felt the child, she the adult. 

“My father swore like a pirate, and 
sometimes he beat mother,’’ she confided. 
“Twice he beat me.”’ 

His blood congealed, but he replied: 

“‘My father was called a gentleman, but 
he swore like a pirate, too.” 

She seemed pleased. ‘‘What was that 
about Judy O’Grady and the Colonel’s 
lady?”’ 

“You know Kipling?” he exclaimed. 

“Know who?” with such earnestness 
that he laughed, but, after this, he brought 
her books along with fruit and other 
delicacies. She read constantly, could 
scarcely wait until he came to discuss the 
characters who lived for her. She grew 
angry and glad with them, but said once, a 
bit drearily: 

“T’ll hate to go back to dancing. I’ve 
never had time for this, and I never knew 
what to read anyway. I don’t understand 
all the words, but I get the sense, and it’s 
all because of you.” 

She picked a fleck of dust from his lapel. 

“I'd like to do one nice thing for you.”’ 
she added, ‘‘and all I can do is to dust you 
off.” 

She laughed, and then, to his horror, she 
cried. 

That evening he was dejected. The 
sprite, the almost nude little dancer was 
needing him again, and what of him? He 
knew at last. The next day he told her he 
was leaving town for a while. 

“But you'll be back?” voice quivering, 
lips unsteady. 

Propped up on the bed, she appeared 
very frail, and again in her eyes he caught 
the resemblance to his mother who had 
been a great lady. 

“You will be back?” she insisted. 

“Of course,” he promised. “‘I’ll see you 
again.” 


IN HIS office the next few days, he 


plunged into work with fair success. To a’ 


man of the world, what could one soldier 
of fortune mean. Just as much as he’d let 
her. The telephone rang often, and he 
was chided for having socially absented 
himself. At night, he played, and fell, 
tired but wakeful, into bed. Nathalie had 
not called, and he wondered why it was a 
relief. Whether in his office or on a dance 
floor, the smell of iodoform seemed to be 
in his nostrils, and the memory of a white 
room and a ridge down the middle of a bed 
came clear. He listened and responded to 
the chatter he had always known. Before- 
hand, one sensed what would be said, and 
he knew all the answers. There were no 
hidden depths such as Kathleen possessed, 
no excitement in these contacts, while 
Kathleen was unguessable. She accepted 
life’s limitations with good humor, the 
difference between an alley cat and a 
Persian lapping cream from a_ saucer. 
Everything now was stale, and he had 
merely set out to show that man can be 
friend to woman. 

Like the beat of the ocean’s wave on the 
shore was the consciousness of Kathleen. 
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OF INTEREST TO YOU! 
NEW CHATELAINE 
SERVICE BULLETINS 








SUCCESSFUL BRIDGE PARTIES... 
The Director of Chatelaine Institute 
suggests ways and means of making 
them bang-up affairs. Help is given in 
regard. to. necessary. equipment,. ar- 
rangements for playing, prizes and re- 
freshments. You will want to try out the 
menus and recipes for Breakfast Bridge, 
Luncheon Bridge, Bridge Tea, High Tea 
Bridge, Dinner Bridge and Evening 
Bridge. 

Chatelaine Service Bulletin, No. 101... 

Price 15 Cents. 


* 


How to Give Successful Parties 


HOW TO GIVE SUCCESSFUL PARTIES 
... You will welcome these ideas from 
the Institute on interesting ways to en- 
tertain your guests. Have you ever had 
a foreign party? Here's your chance 
to try something in Mexican, German, 
Southern, Chinese or Russian style. 
Menu suggestions and recipes are in 
cluded. Parties for special occasions 
are dealt with — "Brunch," Afternoon 
Teas, Sunday Night Suppers, Stag, 
Valentine, Cellar and Children's Parties. 
Chatelaine Service Bulletin, No. 102... 
Price 15 Cents. 


CORRECTING YOUR FAULTY PRO- 
PORTIONS . . . are you too SHORT? 
Too TALL? Too FAT? Too THIN? This 
valuable bulletin will give you helpful 
suggestions as to the right type of 
clothes you should wear to correct each 
of these problems. What are the best 
fabrics for you? The most becoming 
colors? The best Lines? 

Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 20... 

Price 10 Cents, 


Order Them by Number. 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 


481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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Canada Calling 
Thank You, England 


(Continued from page 20) 





Portman Square. My room was as big ‘as 
our downstairs at home and opened into a 
library with a television machine. That 
didn’t frighten me as much as the butler. 
It didn’t seem just right to have to ring 
for him to send my shirts to the laundry, 
but there you are, that was the arrange- 
Ment iy" 

The dapper under-secretary nodded, 
“They certainly have been strong on 
arrangements,” he commented. “Now 
the day we went down to the Duke of 
Norfolk’s garden party we got a sample 
of it. About two thousand overseas people 
turned up altogether. There were fourteen 
red coach loads of us besides those who 
had cars and we were taken on a three- 
hour drive from London down to Arundel 
Castle and back, just as simply as if a 
dozen of us had been asked across the 
street to tea.” 

According to his account they had been 
most particular in their attention to a tall 
black Nigerian chieftain, who had arrived 
dressed in a long gold robe, with a brocaded 
blue cloak worn like a Roman toga and a 
tall hat with a square top that had a gold 
bird perched at each corner and a little 
gold elephant in the centre. With the 
chief were three equally tall and brilliantly 
dressed attendants. One always held a 
huge red-fringed umbrella over his master’s 
head. Accustomed to attention, the 
Nigerian ruler had an audience at tea time 
and guests were brought up and presented. 

“Mrs. Bruce, wife of the Lieutenant- 
Governor of Ontario, told me what he said 
to her,’’ the under-secretary went on. 
*‘He rules half a million people in Africa 
many of whom have never seen a white 
man. Mrs. Bruce invited him to Canada, 
but he shook his head and said he could 
not stand the climate. He spoke English 
perfectly but she noticed that under the 
silk dress pinned close to his throat, he 
wore heavy woollen underwear, though it 
was hot. I guess he’d freeze in our winter.” 


THE COLLEGE STUDENT from West- 
ern University had been waiting for a 
chance to step in. “I suppose they are 
backward in some ways but believe me 
they can teach a lot in others,” was his 
first remark. ‘‘I went down to a garden 
party at a house called Balham Abbey 
with my uncle, and we got lost on the way 
home. We drove for miles down lanes with 
high hedges and never the glimpse of a 
main road. It was getting dark when we 
met a young tfamp.” According to the 
student the wayfarer did not know the way 
any more than he did but said he would 
take them to a mysterious “St. Francis’,” 
got in the car and directed them to an old 
farm house set away back in a group of 
outbuildings. The Western boy and his 
uncle were slightly taken aback when a 
young clergyman opened the door. “It 
wasn’t a parsonage,” the student ex- 
plained, “‘but one of a dozen or more such 
farms kept up throughout the country to 
keep unemployed youths off the roads. 
They are really shelters for tramps and 
training centres for farm labor.” 

“Boys may stay a night or three months, 
must work and earn their keep but are 
usually glad of the opportunity of learning 
how to farm. They are under the super- 
vision of English clergy, but the religious 
end of it is left up to the boy,”’ he went on. 
“We stayed for supper of eggs, bread and 
cheese and tea, visited their chapel which 
is in the round tower of an Oast house 
built for storing hops, and left as the 
sixteen of them were going to bed. You 
certainly meet all kinds in England. . .” 


“DON’T YOU?” said the debutante. “Did 
you go to the garden party at Buckingham 


Palace? There were 10,000 people from 
overseas and you never sawso many differ 

ent kinds of clothes. I was thrilled to see 
the King and Queen. She really is awfully 
pretty, don’t you think? I’m going to see 
them again when I’m presented in July. 
English friends of mother’s have been 
awfully kind. They are lending me their 
limousine and chauffeur to go in and 
sending a woman to the house to do my 
hair properly. They are awfully kind, don’t 
you think?” As the student, a trifle dazed, 
nodded in assent, the benevolent attendant 
at Canada House whose fame is in looking 
exactly like Mr. R. B. Bennett came into 
the reading room and half apologetically 
pointed to the clock. “Closing time,” he 
said. 


SO THE reporter—who has a reporter’s 
privilege of staying behind when other 
people go—was left alone and on the 
Canada House writing paper scribbled 
three adventures in the hospitality of the 
English during a busy summer. 

The first was of a Lady in Waiting, so 
busy making Coronation lists and arrange- 
ments she was up half the night. Yet she 
received the young reporter very early in 
the morning at her house while she break- 
fasted in bed. ‘I’m not a young woman 
my dear,”’ she said. ‘I must have rest but 
I know this story is important to you so 
we'll go over the details while we both have 
time and a cup of coffee, and won’t be 
interrupted by the telephone.” 

The second story was of tea in a huge 
vacant house on an exclusive London 
Square with ten women dressed in khaki 
army uniforms. The house was their 
temporary barracks, for they were volun- 
tary Army Transport drivers called into 
town during Coronation weeks, to smooth 
over difficulties that might attend import- 
ant visitors because of the bus strike. 

Each had brought her own car, each was 
paying her own expenses. For weeks these 
women from great houses in the country 
slept on army cots in otherwise empty 
rooms, took turns at cooking and cleaning 
and spent their days driving in hectic 
traffic on the innumerable errands which 
the officials found necessary. 

And the third adventure concerned a 
church that ‘entertained an angel un- 
awares.”’ Wandering down Fleet Street one 
sunny Sunday afternoon the reporter 
noticed the open door of St. Clements 
Dane and was overcome by a desire to 
sightsee. A gentle-faced verger called on 
the church warden to escort “‘an overseas 
visitor” around. 

The church warden was all a church 
warden should be, portly, white-haired, 
with the suspicion of side whiskers. He 
told grand stories of the old church that 
dates back to Alfred the Great and the 
days when the Strand was the beach of the 
Thames. He explained why the Danish 
and Australian flags hung in the sanctuary. 
Then he paused, “You’re a Canadian, 
aren’t you?” he questioned, adding, “‘I’d 
like to have a Canadian flag here, we have 
a lot of visitors from your country now. A 
Sunday or two ago a man from Canada 
came in here after the service had started. 
We were pretty crowded so I gave him my 
seat. I don’t believe in letting visitors go 
away disappointed. Afterward I showed 
him around and he gave me his card.”’ The 
portly warden fished into an inner vest 
pocket. ‘Perhaps you know him?” he 
said, presenting a piece of cardboard 
engraved ““‘W. L. Mackenzie King.”” The 
reporter slowly handed back the card and 
gently told the kindly guide that perhaps 
Mr. King, ‘‘who lived in Ottawa,” might 
be able to do something about that Cana- 
dian flag. 

Those were the stories told and remem- 
bered around the reading-room table in 
Canada House, but ten thousand Cana- 
dians will have their own stories to tell as 
summer turns to fall and they wander 
home. Now as they linger in London they 
puzzle over a problem. ‘‘We would like to 
say thank you but how can one say thank 
you forsomuch.. .?” 
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EXTRACT FROM THE 1868 ACT INCOR- 
PORATING THE MUTUAL LIFE—THE 
FIRST, AND FOR OVER SIXTY YEARS 
THE ONLY CANADIAN “MUTUAL” 
LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY. 







The said Company shall be composed of its 
olicy-holders who shall own and control all its property 
and affairs as hereinafter provided, and each policy- 
holder, during the continuance of his policy shall be 
and is hereby constituted a member of the said Com- 
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‘THERE ARE NO SHAREHOLDERS 


| Surplus earnings since 
_ 1869 amounting to over 
\ $69,000,000 
\ have been paid entirely to 
| Policyholders © 
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MUT' OF CANADA LIFE 
Established 1869 


WATERLOO, ONT. 
“Owned by the policyholders” 


HEAD.OFFICE 
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The Mutual Life of Canada, Waterloo, Ont. 


| need life insurance and arm interested in The Mutual Life of 
Canada. Please serd me further particulars regarding your 


% 

# 

6 

s 

a 

Company and its policies. cee é 

.E ‘ 
se KE 

- 

F 

* 

2 

* 

« 

é 


PE RIII: <sciasissiconsnsssseensostusetovteaenanctaniesnishieeisantptameeiietiigandtaiinadaatenl 
DRI oc cceccsscsnrcoerennscnsseeiesmnoneepinenniiman nn she 
D WOh BOGE Rs cicesiccceesceeteeeenseseccseersmetnenenn NY NI tcclnaamial weekly, 


BSVesesesesesssVeeyH 














58 CHATELAINE, SEPTEMBER, 1937 


SEESAW 


Paste cut-outs on light cardboard. 

Build up sides of seesaw by folding on dotted lines. 

With stitches at either end fasten a burned kitchen match to centre of board. Fasten 
board to supports by placing ends of match through holes pierced in centres of daisies. 
Paste side to side girl and boy sitting; 

fasten to seesaw through slits at ends of 


board. 
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‘ ait For the other children: paste side to side as 
(( (O40 } far as base; fold sides of base outward; use 
i. a small piece of string to slip as 







a skipping rope through the 
little girl's hands. 
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If your baby is cross and upset at 
teething time, give Steedman's Powders 
—the famous English remedy that gently 
regulates the system, and allays feverish- 
ness. Steedman’s have been used by 
mothers the world over for more than 
100 years. At your druggist’s. 


FREE Sample and Booklet 


“Hints to Mothers” sent on request. 
Write John Steedman & Co., Dept. 8, 
442 St. vane _ Montreal, 69 


deine Se POWDERS 


Look for the double EE symbol on each package. 








COX's 
INSTANT aS 
GELATINE 
3S 
MAKES GRAND DISHES 


AT LITTLE COST! 
Send for FREE Recipe Book "F" 


Cox Gelatine Co, Ltd. 
Box 73, Montreal 








MADE IN SCOTLAND 
FOR 100 YEARS 











BIRD'S 100th ANNIVERSARY 


WHEN HE WAS A BAREFOOT 


poy He Loved. 





about a custard that has kept on making 


new friends for 100 years. It is _pne™ 


creamy, delicious, wholesome, att 
Buy it today. ,oe 


Ltd., Dept. 6C. 


and Recipe Book. 














BIRD’S 


CUSTARD 


There must be something extraordinarily good 





Harold F. Ritchie & Co. 
10-18 McCaul St., Toronte. 


Please send me a_ free 
sample of Bird's Custard 





granulated sugar. This will do until he is 


four months old except that at the end of | 


three months the sugar or syrup should be 
increased by half. The quantity given 
should be used at three-hour intervals to 
the end of three months and increased to 
four-hour intervals in the fourth month. 
Orange juice, a half ounce, will stay down 
if diluted with equal water. If he vomits 
the cod-liver oil, substitute viosterol for it. 
The summer sun, very gradually applied 
to the skin all over the body, will take the 
place of cod-liver oil until September. 
Then cod-liver oil or viosterol must be 
continued. Watch the columns of Chate- 
laine for formulas of feeding for other 
months. 
* & ok 

Question—My baby, 5 weeks old, 
can’t seem to have a bowel movement 
without aid. I have used glycerine supposi- 
tories, magnesia and other things. Please 
advise what I should use. 

He is on 14 oz. milk, 16 of water and 
1 oz. corn syrup and has the breast once in 


| afternoon and once in the night. I cannot 


get him to take water unless there is some 

mint in it. Is it all right to use this or to 

sweeten the water? Please send baby book. 
Mrs. C. J. P., Rainy River, Ont. 


Answer—There is no harm in using 
mint or sweetened water. 

I regret that the Ontario Health Dept. 
no longer issues a baby book, but I have 
sent you a plan of artificial feeding for the 
first year. You might use lactose (milk 
sugar) instead of one of the other sugars. 
It is more laxative. Russian oil, which is 
simply liquid vaseline, is sometimes more 
useful than other baby laxatives. Put the 
baby on his toilet chais and teach him 
good habits early. The early morning is 
the best time. 

* * * 

Question—My baby is seven weeks old. 
He is growing some but brings up quite a 
bit of food. Please let me have a formula 
and say how to increase it.—Mrs. R. D. T., 
Macleod, Alta. 


Answer—At two to three months the 
formula is: Milk 20 oz., water 15 oz., and 
granulated sugar 1 oz. (11% oz. equals 
3 level tablespoonfuls). This in seven 
feedings at three-hour intervals. Cod-liver 
oil 1 teaspoonful before each of three 
feedings. 

At three to four months the formula is 
the same except that the sugar is increased 
to 11% oz. and cod-liver oil is given in 
teaspoonful doses before each of four feed- 
ings until June. After June and until 
Sept. the sunlight very gradually given 
takes its place. Begin orange juice at three 
months 1% oz. diluted with equal water at 
11 a.m. or 5 p.m. 

* Pa * 

Question—My boy, twenty months 
old, will not take milk. He takes fruit and 
vegetables, milk puddings, eggs and 
tomato juice and orange juice willingly. 
Please advise.—Mrs. F. J. W., Saint John, 
N.B. 


Answer—If you can smuggle enough 
milk into other dishes, you need not 
worry if the boy fails to drink straight 
milk. It’s all the same in the end. 


A MONTHLY SERVICE—Dr. J. W. S. 
McCullough, who contributes these 
articles monthly, will answer questions 
sent to Chatelaine concerning the 
care af babies. A stamped, addressed 
envelope should be enclosed if a 
private answer is desired. Free pre- 


natal and post-natal letters are avail- 
able by writing to the Mothercraft 
Service of Chatelaine. These are is- 
sued by the Canadian Council on 
Child and Family Welfare through its 
Child Hygiene Section and the De- 
partment of Public Health. 








“Neighbours envy us. We tell 
them to use St. Charles Milk* 
for their babies, too!” 


T. CHARLES MILK is so 
nourishing, so safe, it is small 
wonder that babies all over the 
country are thriving on its goodness. 


Purest of rich country milk 
evaporated just a few hours after 
milking time, St. Charles is always 
extra fresh . . . and extra good 
because it is irradiated by the best 
method known to science for an 
added supply of the important Sun- 
shine Vitamin D which encourages 
sturdy growth. 

Ask your doctor about St. Charles 
for your baby. He knows its purity 
and high quality. 


You’ll say it’s delicious! 
Taste St. Charles as it comes from 
the can. You would never have 
believed that evaporated milk could 
be so much like pure, fresh cream. 
Use it daily in your cooking and in 
tea or coffee. 


* Made in Canada since 1899 


Borden ST. CHARLES MILK 


THE BETTER IRRADIATED EVAPORATED MILK 


Brighten 
Up Your 
Parties 


With the Help 
of These Three 


—— 


Chatelaine Service Bulletins 


Fortunes.in Teacups 


An entertaining study of the art of tea-leaf reading. If you are planning 
a party get this Institute Bulletin No. 200 and bring new excitement with 
keen anticipation to your guests—price 15c. 


Telling Fortunes by Cards 


How to enjoy this popular hobby is explained very thoroughly in our 
new Chatelaine Service Bulletin No, 201—price 10c. 


The Art of Palmistry 


An explanation of this fascinating pastime is intelligently covered in 
Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 202—price 15c. 


Order by number from 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 


481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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these 


: protected by Lux 


“With triplets, one must be 
extra careful with every- 
thing that touches their 

extra-delicate skins,” says the mother 
of these babies. “I’ve always used 
Lux for their things. My triplets 
have not had any skin irritation to 
make them cross or endanger their 


” 


progress. . * . 7 . 


Mothers of twins and triplets have a 
special problem in guarding these 
especially delicate babies. Like wise 
mothers everywhere, they use gentile 
Lux for baby things because Lux has 
none of the harmful alkali found in 
mony ordinary soaps—cannot irritate 
even the most sensitive skin. 


Lever Brothers Limited— 
by appointment to Their Excellencies, the 
Gomntastienenl and the Lady Tweedsmuir. 





HEINZ SAVES THESE 
VITAMINS FOR BABY 


Doctor He on beby’ s re yondio must & 
Suh, t y strain 
And Loy Aig walk food should retain all 

vitamins possible. But home-cooking a 
ally permits valuable vitamins to go u 
steam. Heinz cooking methods save t tes 
essentials to health, and keep the foods uni- 
form in quality and taste from day to day. 

Heinz vegetables are of the highest quality 
and garden-tresh. They carry two assuring 
symbols: Heinz 57 and the Seal of Acce me 
of the American Medical Association’s 
on Foods. 

Write for free booklet ‘ “Questions and 

Answers about Heinz Strained Foods 
H. J. Heinz Company, Toronto, 


11 KINDS (unseasoned) — Spinach 
Carrots - Green Beans - Peas - Tomatoes 
Beets - Vegetable Soup - i Greens 
Prunes « Cereal - 
Apricots & Apple Sauce, 









Triplets are 








WATCH YOUR BABY’S 


The Ba by 
Clinic 


* 


C ‘ond uct ed hy 


DR. W. S. MeCULLOUGH 


EYES 


The baby’s eyes must be kept clean 


Squint must be corrected promptly 


FROM THE earliest age the eyes of the 
baby must be kept clean. This is accom- 
plished by the simple method of wiping the 
margins of the lids with a bit of soft clean 
cotton soaked in a solution of boracic acid. 
The inner corner of each eye particularly 
requires attention. Squint is a fairly 
common complaint in little children. Its 
commonest cause is hAypermetropia, or 
long-sight. The endeavor of the child to 
accommodate his eyes to near vision, 
exerts a too strong pull on the tiny inner 
muscles of the eyeball and in consequence 
one eye is turned in. As a result of this 
turning in only one of the eyes is used for 
the purpose of vision. If the condition is 
not corrected the child will eventually 
become blind in and through non-use of 
the squinting eye. 

Moreover a squint is unsightly. It spoils 
the child’s good looks. There is a variety 
of forms of squint. Sometimes the eye 
squints in other directions. Sometimes it 
is constant or it occurs first in the one eye 
then in the other. Again there may be 
double-vision. These cases, if promptly 
treated by a competent eye specialist, are 
in the majority of instances readily cured 
either by the use of properly fitted glasses 
or in more difficult cases by a delicate 
operation succeeded by the use of glasses. 

Not everyone who advertises the fitting 
of glasses is competent. The measure- 
ments must be made with the greatest 
care. The glasses must be properly 
adjusted; they must be comfortable. Their 
use is essential to the treatment no matter 
whether an operation has been performed 
or not. 

In every case of squint the first thing for 
the parents to do is to consult a first-class 
eye doctor and to be guided by his advice. 
Styes on the eyelids may be due to im- 
proper feeding, too much candy or sugar. 
They may be the result of poor eyesight. 
Always consult your doctor when they 


appear. 


Your Question Box 


Question—My little girl has had a pro- 
trusion of the navel ever since she was 
small. She is now two years old. A truss 
does not seem to help. Please advise.— 
Mrs. P. M., Ohaton, Alta. 


Answer—Place a large button of cellu- 
Joid or some such material between two 
layers of surgeon’s rubber plaster with the 
sticky side toward the skin and long enough 
to go three-quarters round the body. 
Place the button over the protrusion and 
wear for a year or so, changing the plaster 
when it becomes dirty. Use gasoline to 
remove the plaster, but do not have any 
light about when using it or you will have 


a fire. 
* ~ 7 


Question—Our child, 29 months old, 
cannot walk or talk. He stands beside a 
couch and can walk sideways. He is 


knock-kneed. He can say mamma and 
dad. He had a bump on the head a while 
ago and seemed better after this. A special- 
ist consulted said that he had suffered a 
hemorrhage at birth. His bones appear 
soft and his teeth are decaying. Any advice 
you can give would be appreciated.—Mrs. 
R. B., Port Hope, Ont. 

Answer—I should say that the special- 
ist who saw the child is probably right. 
The boy would improve under the use of 
cod-liver oil, 4 teaspoonfuls a day or the 
equivalent of viosterol in so far as bones 
and teeth are concerned. There are clinics 
for backward children in Ontario. If you 
write to Dr. B. T. McGhie, Deputy Minis- 
ter of Health, Parliament Bldgs., Toronto, 
he would tell you how to get in touch with 
such a clinic. The specialist would prob- 
ably be able to help you. 

I doubt if the bump caused any real 
improvement, though such shocks some- 
times cause improvement in head injuries. 

You have a difficult problem but much 
can be done by education in such cases. 
Persevere. 

* € * 

Question—My 14-months-old girl is 
healthy in every way but she has only 
three teeth. She was breast fed and has 
never had cod-liver oil or orange juice. Is 
her condition as to lack of teeth due to: 

1. Prenatal diet of mother? 

2. Diet of child? 

3. Lack of cod-liver oil or orange juice? 

4. Indoor confinement in cold weather? 

What, if any, special treatment should 
she have? 

Her teeth seem strong and fine and two 
older children cut their teeth normally 
from eight months until two years.—Mrs. 
R. T. Yates, Alberta. 

Answer—I should think that the slow 
growth of your child’s teeth is due chiefly 
to the fact that you did not have cod-liver 
oil in the course of your pregnancy and that 
the child has not had cod-liver oil in her 
first year. Cod-liver oil or its equivalent is 
necessary for all child-bearing mothers. 
The use of sea fish twice a week is an added 
advantage. The oil and fish prevent the 
loss of materials, phosphorous and cal- 
cium, which go to build good bones and 
enduring teeth. I suggest that when 
September comes you give the child a 
teaspoonful of cod-liver oil before each of 
four feedings. The teeth will come all 
right. Orange juice or other fruit juice is 
given to prevent scurvy 


* * * 


Question—My 12-weeks-old boy does 
not seem to be able to keep milk on his 
stomach, nor can he retain orange juice or 
cod-liver oil. He is now on cow’s milk 18 
oz., water 14 oz.—Mrs. H. H. S., Kent- 
ville, N.S. 

Answer—Try your boy on cow’s milk 
20 oz., water 15 oz., and 1 oz. corn syrup or 
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BABY" "5 
TEETHING FEVER 


SO writes Mrs. B , of North Syd- 
ney. Then a Consecon mother says: 
“We have not lost one night’s rest 
through teething.’ And Mrs. W 
of Thomasburg, says: “I have found 
Baby’s Own Tablets the best of all chil- 
dren’s remedies for teething, summer 
complaint, colic and constipation.” 

And so the evidence pours in from 
thankful mothers. 

Speedy and effective in their work. 
Safe and harmless in their action. 
Sweet-tasting and easy to take. Con- 
tain no opiates or stupefying drugs 
whatever. Can be given with safety to 
the most delicate baby. Analyst’s report 
with every box. 

Also praised by mothers everywhere 
for the relief of simple fever, diarrhoea, 
upset stomach, irritability, simple croup, 
colds and other ailments. 

Try Baby’s Own Tablets, 25 cents. 
Your money will be refunded if you are 
not satisfied with the results. 












CORNS COME 
BACK BIGGER- 
UGLIER 








DRAW OUT ROOT 
AND ALL—this safe, gentle way 


@ When you parea corn you only trim the surface— 
the root remains imbedded in your toe and the 
corn soon comes back bigger and uglier—more 
painful than before. 

But when you use the new double-action Blue- 
Jay method the corn is gone for good. The tiny 
Blue-Jay medicated plaster, by removing pressure, 
at once relieves pain and in 3 short days the corn 
lifts out—Root and All (exceptionally stubborn 
cases may require a second application). 


Try this safe, easy Blue-Jay method today. 25¢ 
for 6—at all druggists. 


YBLUE-JAY 


BAUER &6 BLACK 


SCIENTIFIC CORN PLASTERS 





*A plug of dead cells root-like in form and position. If 
left may serve as focal point for renewed development, 
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Is Greta Garbo really upstage? Who is the new 
Norwegian find? What do the top-notchers talk 


about when you meet them in neighborly way? 


PERSONAL IMPRESSIONS: 

Spencer Tracy is the most unactory 
actor in Hollywood. Of course, that goes 
for a lot of other players, too, but somehow 
it’s difficult to associate Tracy with the 
acting profession as you listen to him on 
the set. 

Fred Astaire reminds me of a human 
dynamo, or-~better yet—the personifica- 
tion of perpetual motion. He’s never still. 
Let him finish a long and tedious dance 
number before the camera . . and 
immediately the scene is over he'll 
continue tapping out the steps of another 
routine he’s trying to perfect. 

Ronald Colman is the last word in 
English gentlemen, with the most culti- 
vated voice—as far as I’m personally 
concerned. -in the entire picture colony. 
He's everything you expect in a man of the 
world, and he never fails to greet you 
warmly. 

Cary Grant, too, typifies the Britisher, 
but his manner is_ breezier than 
Colman’s. Likes to joke and swap stories 
and makes an entertaining companion at 
all times. 


SO YOU think it’s all lightness and gaiety, 
being a star! Of course, many of you know 
acting represents hard work —plenty of it! 
—but I wonder if you realize to what 
extent an actress sometimes must go for 
the sake of realism. 

I called upon Dorothy Lamour—remem- 
bered for her “Jungle Princess’’—as she 
was appearing in storm scenes for “The 
Hurricane,” and had I believed otherwise 
that one glimpse into picture-making 
would have convinced me that the life of a 
movie actress is the hardest job on 
earth... 

During the half-hour I spent on the set, 
waiting for her, Dorothy had forty thousand 
tons of water dashed down over her scantily- 
clad figure! 

The scene represented a hurricane in the 
South Seas, and, of course, there had to be 
a terrific storm. There was. . . as mighty, 
I should say, as any that Nature might 





Dorothy Lamour is still smiling after 
being drenched with forty thousand tons 
of water in "The Hurricane." 


herself devise. I’m not exaggerating when 
I mention the figure . . . Forty Thousand 
Tons of Water. Dozens of gigantic vats 
containing water had been built above the 
set——which was an island reach outside a 
mission church— and on each side of the 
set, out of camera-view, were giant wind 
machines, capable of blowing over a 
draft horse. 

Dorothy, when the water started pour- 
ing down and the wind machines turned 
on, had to try to gain the church, with the 
force of the hurricane buffeting her back 
and forth as a bobbin in a rough sea. I 
tell you, I was worn out myself after the 





Joan Blondell thinks only about her baby 
and husband. 





Ginger Rogers leaves Fred Astaire to be 
a night club dancer in "Stage Door” 


scene had come to aclose . . . and poor 
Dorothy, she couldn’t even hear me as I 
greeted her. She still was dazed, and her 
blue-figured sarong clung to her as so much 
wallpaper. As long as I’ve been covering 
studios and sets I have never witnessed a 
more exciting bit of action. 

Still believe that the existence of a star 
is one sweet bed of roses? 


Little Virginia Weidler, the child 
actress, has found a real friend in Olympe 
Bradna. Virginia always has wanted to 
dance, but until she met Olympe never 
had been properly encouraged. The French 
actress, who was hailed as one of the 
finest dancers of Europe before she 
came to this country, learned of the 
youngster’s ambition, and immediately 
started coaching her in the intricacies of a 
routine. I saw them rehearsing together, 
and Olympe confided that she believes 
Virginia has in her the makings of a great 
eccentric dancer. 

YOU'RE GOING to like Ginger Rogers in 
“Stage Door.”” Not for more than a year 
has the auburn-haired star appeared in a 
picture away from Fred Astaire—she plays 
with Katharine Hepburn and Adolphe 
Menjou in this—and she goes to town, so 
to speak, in her role of night club singer. I 
watched her do a scene, with Gregory 
La Cava—the man responsible for “My 
Man Godfrey’’—directing . . . and it was 
a new and even more glamorous Ginger 
who turned on the full force of her radiant 
personality. May we see a lot more of her. 
See you next month! 


Before the Opening Bell 
of the Fall Term 


Get the Pen 


That Won't Run Dry 


in Classes and Exams 


It Never Starts Anything 
That It Cannot Finish 


—for the revolutionary Parker Vacu- 
matic holds enough ink to write a book 
and shows the ENTIRE supply. 


O start fall earning or learning on a new high 
plane, stop at any good pen counter and see the 
new 1938 Parker Vacumatic—the most inspiring, 
most exhilarating, most exalting pen ever created. 


The last word in rich materials, a new high in 
inventive genius, revolutionary in mechanism, in 
principle and in performance. A pen that does what 
no other pen can do. 


Even its world-famous predecessor — the great 
Parker Duofold—did not give you the ink capacity, 
the ink visibility, the Scratch- proof Point, or the 
smart, original and exclusive laminated Pearl style 
that you get in the Parker Vacumatic of today. 


Unlike the usual fountain pen, the Parker sacless 
Vacumatic contains no old-style rubber ink sac or 
lever filler. And unlike other sacless pens, it has no 
piston pump or air bulb filler. A patented recoiling 
Diaphragm fills this marvel in 8 or 10 fleet seconds. 
Its working parts are sealed in the top, where ink 
can never touch, corrode or disable them. 

Hence, every Parker Vacumatic is GUARAN- 
TEED mechanically perfect. 

You and every other pen user have always wanted 
a pen like this. A pen that holds enough ink to write 
a book, hence one that never starts anything that it 
cannot finish. 

A pen that shows the entire ink supply—shows 
days in advance if it’s running low—hence one that 
never runs dry in the midst of writing. 

Yet, not until the invention of the Parker Vacu- 
matic could you get these long-wanted advantages in 
a mechanically perfect pen. 

Go and see and try this pedigreed Beauty at any 
good pen counter today. The Parker Fountain Pen 
Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada. Makers of Quink, the 
new pen-cleaning ink. 15¢, 25¢ and up. 


° Park 


eT 


S-VACUMATIC=—! 


GUARANTEED MECHANICALLY PERFECT 
Senior - $10; Junior-$5—Pencils to match, $2.50, $3.50 and $5 
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ln : lollywood 


by WHITNEY WILLIAMS 


DROPPED BY to see Tyrone Power do a 
scene with Alice Faye for ‘‘In Old Chicago”’ 

this is the picture of the Chicago fire 
back in the 70’s—and he came over to my 
chair, as soon as he had finished. I noticed 
he wore a worried expression on his hand- 
some young face. 

“Trouble?” I asked. 

“Plenty,” he replied, gloomily. ‘You 
know what? . I’m on the verge of 
winning a pair of boots that I put up myself 
for a bowling trophy. I’m high man on the 
team that’s ahead in the tournament.” 

That'd be a laugh, wouldn’t it, Tyrone 
getting back his own prize? But he might 
have known . . . he’s one of the champion 
bowlers in the colony. 





IS THE SECRET OF RADIANT BEAUTY 


Sometimes, the best bits of ‘‘business”’ 
in a film are injected on the spur of the 
moment, or quite accidentally. I happened 
to be present the day that such an idea 
was born, 

I had been visiting with Joan Crawford 
on the set of her latest picture, ‘“‘The 
Bride Wore Red.” ‘This day, she was 
rehearsing a difficult tango with a profes- 
sional partner, for a dance she had to put 
on in the picture. With the grace and 
dexterity of a truly skilled dancer, she 
seemed to float over the polished floor. 

Watching the couple, Robert Young, 
one of her two leading men in the film 
Franchot Tone’s the other—stood on the 
sidelines. Time and again, I noticed he 
appeared restless, eager. Then, stepping 
forward, he tapped Joan’s partner on the 
shoulder. 

“May I cut in?” he enquired. 

With Joan in his arms, Bob proceeded to 
duplicate the routine that the star had 
been going through, with all the ease of a 
master. After the dance had ended, and 
Joan stood laughing up at Young, Dorothy 


Beauty authorities agree that thorough 
cleansing is the most important step in 
complexion care. A simple step, too, 
since Daggett & Ramsdell created the 
new Golden Cleansing Cream —a 
more efficient skin cleanser could not 
be obtained. 


NEW KIND OF CLEANSING 


Golden Cleansing Cream contains a 
remarkable new ingredient, colloidal 
gold, with an amazing power to rid 
skin pores of dirt, makeup and other 
impurities. You can’t see or feel this 
colloidal gold, any more than you can 
see the iron in spinach. But its special 
action makes Golden Cleansing Cream 
many times more thorough than ordi- 
nary cleansers, and tones and invigorates 
skin tissues meanwhile. 





Marlene Dietrich is polite—but distant 
to visitors on the set. 


GRETA GARBO is human . . . after all! 

Here in Hollywood, general supposition 
has it that the Swedish star is upstage, 
cold, and shuns others as she would the 
plague. It’s a belief based upon years of 
silence on the part of Greta, as she wends 
her way alone. 

I was talking with several dancing girls 
who appear with Garbo in “Madame 
Walewska,” and what they had to say 
about the actress is enlightening... . 

“She invited us to stay and watch her 
do a love scene with Charles Boyer,” 
declared one, excitedly. 

“Yes, and I just know she wanted to 
chin with us,” chimed in another, “but 





Make This Simple Test ! 


Apply your usual skin cleanser. 
ipe it off with tissue. Your 
face seems clean— but is it? 


Now, cleanse with Daggett & 
Ramsdell Golden Cleansing 
Cream. Your tissue shows 
more ditt — brought from pore 
depths by this more effective 
cleansing. 





DAGGETT & RAMSDELL 


| Daggett & Ramsdell (Canada) Limited, 
ufferin St., Toronto 

Enclosed find 25c in stamps for which 

please send me my trial size jar of Golden 

Cleansing Cream. c-8 


_ 
an 


Name... 


met... 


MR eens 


ree ewr ew ewe nw me wo eee 


ealer’s Name eects ieee 





she’s too bashful. That girl is aching to be 
friendly. She simply doesn’t know how to 
go about it.” 

Possibly, Greta Garbo will emerge from 
that shell of reserve of hers ere long. I 
hope so, for I’d like to see and chat with 
her again. I was one of the very few 
newspaper writers who interviewed her 
when she first came to Hollywood years 
ago. At that time, however, her English 
wasn’t all it might have been. 


A VERY LOVELY, talented and beautiful 
newcomer to the screen is enacting the role 
of the Chinese princess in ‘““The Adven- 
tures of Marco Polo,”” Samuel Goldwyn’s 
rollicking, historical adventure film based 
upon the fairy tale exploits of the Vene- 
tian traveller who visited Cathay in the 
13th century. I met her on the very first 
day of shooting, and fell completely under 
her spell. Her name is Sigrid Gurie. 

Dressed in the heavy and elaborate 
Oriental robes of the court of Kublai Khan 

she plays his daughter—Sigrid, a 
Norwegian girl with neither stage nor 
screen experience, looked every inch a 
princess. Although her eyes were not 
drawn back, to create that almond-orbed 
appearance common to the majority of 
Chinese women, her eyebrows. were, 
nevertheless, shaved, and her lashes 
trimmed. 

“I’m afraid to look at myself in the 
mirror at night,” she smiled .. .“I 
wouldn’t recognize myself, with my eyes 
changed as they are. I jump into bed as 
soon as I’ve removed my make-up.” 

I think you'll enjoy Sigrid immensely. 
She’s petite and dainty and her slight 
accent is wholly delightful . . . and she 
fairly exudes personality. Samuel Goldwyn 
is fortunate to have discovered her. 


Arzner, director of the film, applauded 
vigorously. 

“That stays in,” she cried. ‘‘Why didn’t 
you tell me you could dance like that, 
Bob? YOU will be Joan’s partner in the 
tango scene.” 





European 
dancer, is teaching the new child find, 
Virginia Weidler, some steps. 


Olympe Bradna, premier 





'washable and colorfast 





This little miss doesn't mind the end of 
carefree holidays. Mother knew that 
she'd be eager to show her class- 
mates this smart new Viyella Tartan. 


Every discerning mother knows the 
value of a fabric which launders re- 
peatedly without fading or losing its 
shape. And Viyella is light in weight 
... yet its fine, close weave gives ad- 
equate warmth in snappy weather. 


This famous English Flannel is easy 
to make up and you will find it in 
tartans, stripes and solid colors, at 
most leading department stores — 
by the yard or in ready-made 
dresses. If your favorite store should 
not have Viyella, write direct to 
William Hollins & Co. Ltd., 266 King 
Street, Toronto, Dept. B. 


VYiyella 


Read. 
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and found him looking gravely at her. 

‘I wish you'd tell me what’s happened,” 
she said. 

“Very unfortunate,” said Captain Mar- 
tineau. ‘This woman was found dead in 
her room.” 

“Tt1— how?” 
slight stammer. 

“The Police Surgeon will be along 
presently and then we'll have more to go 
on. I happened to be paying a visit in the 
neighborhood, and when the case was 
reported to the Bayhaven station, they 
rang me up and I got here inside of fifteen 
minutes.” 

“How was she killed?” 

“We'll have to wait for the surgeon, to 
know that.” 

“‘How can you tell that it’s a murder?” 

“One or two details point that way,” 
said he. “But we'll get in the fingerprint 
men, and so on. We've got a very good 
police department in Bayhaven. Remark- 
able for a town of that size. Only twenty 
thousand inhabitants, but there’s a lot of 
public spirit . . . Now, Miss MacDonald, 
if you feel able to answer a few questions.” 

“T feel all right,”’ said Victoria. 

“Good!’’ said he. “I believe I’ve just 
asked you whether the deceased impressed 
you as being a businesswoman?” 

“She might have been,” said Victoria 
thoughtfully. “But that wasn’t the 
impression I got. Off-hand, I’d have said 
she was theatrical. The old-fashioned 
kind, you know. What they used to call 
‘a fine figger of a woman.’ ”’ 

He wrote down ‘something in his note- 
book. 

“As far as I was able to observe,’’ he 
said, ‘there were no clues to her identity. 
Labels on her clothes from some of the big 
New York department stores. No letters 
or papers, but quite a sum of money in her 
purse. Sixty dollars, or so... She 
registered from Chicago . What I’m 
hoping for now is that when the descrip- 
tion is published in the newspapers, some- 
one will come forward.” 

‘‘What was her name?” 

“Registered as Miss Marcella Loraine. 
But there are reasons for thinking that 
was an alias. Did you happen to hear her 
speak, Miss MacDonald?” 


asked Victoria, with a 


“Yes. I heard her speak to the head- 
waiter. She had one of those cultured 
voices.” 


“You mean she impressed you as a 
woman of refinement?” 


“Oh, no! I mean a bogus voice. You 
know.” 
“Ah!” said Captain Martineau. “Then 


you gained the impression that she was 
deliberately disguising her voice?” 

“He’s stupid!”’ thought Victoria, with a 
sense of great relief. And aloud, “‘No,’’ she 
said, ‘I mean an affected sort of voice.” 


HE WROTE more in his notebook, and 
she wondered if he were taking down her 
exact words. 

“Did she have a foreign accent?” he 
asked. 

“No, I'd say American.” 

“Is there anything more you can tell 
me, Miss MacDonald? No matter how 
trifling it may seem.”’ 

“There’s no use telling him that she 
glared at me,” thought Victoria. “That 
couldn’t help him and it would sound 
idiotic. I know she hated me, but I 
couldn’t explain how I know it, and it 
can’t matter. Maybe she hated all women 
younger than herself.” 

He waited patiently. 

“Now, to return to the sound you 
heard,”’ he said. 

“I wish I hadn’t said that!” thought 
Victoria dismayed. “I'll get more and 
more involved, and it serves me right for 
not being honest. I hate to goon lying...” 

There he was waiting to write more in 
his notebook. 

“I’m sorry I can’t be more helpful,”’ she 
said, ‘‘but I can’t tell you anything more 
about that sound.” 

“Miss MacDonald,” he said gravely, 
“this unfortunate event took place in the 
room next to yours, so that any sound you 


may have heard is of importance Any 
footsteps? Voices?” ; 

“Nothing . . .’’ she said, half to herself, 
and a little shiver ran along her spine. Had 
she been in her room when that hap- 
pened . . .? Separated only by a partition 
from—that? 

“Did you hear anything at any time 
during the evening?” c 

“Only the shower.” 

“Were you in your room all evening?” 


THIS INSISTENCE, however polite, was 
beginning to get on her nerves. She made 
up her mind to get everything into one 
answer, so that there need be no more 
questions. 

“I came up after dinner, but I went 
down again. I thought I’d like to take a 
walk, but I met Mr. Petrie and he advised 
me not to go alone.”’ She decided to leave 
out Luigi. ‘‘We sat on a bench, on the 
lawn, and had a smoke, and then I came 
up here again, and went to bed. That was 
when I noticed the shower. I think it was 
around half-past nine.” 

“When you went downstairs, Miss 
MacDonald, did you see the deceased 
anywhere?” 

“Well, yes, I did. I went into what they 
call the music room to get a book and she 
was sitting in there.” 

“Did she appear anxious or distressed?” 

“The lamp beside her was turned out 
and I couldn’t see her face. But she 
laughed.” 

“She laughed? What made her laugh?’’ 

“TI don’t know.” 

“Did she address you?” 

“No, she just laughed.” 

“Aloud?” 

“Yes.” 

“Didn't that strike you as peculiar?” 

“Not so very. I just thought she was 
being spiteful.”’ 

“What reason did she have for being 
spiteful toward you, Miss MacDonald?” 

“None!” cried Victoria. “I just thought 
she was—like that.” 

“Have you ever been in Chicago, Miss 
MacDonald?” 

“Yes. When I was thirteen, my father 
took me there to visit a cousin.” 

‘What was the name of the cousin?” 

“MacDonald. And he’s dead,” said 
Victoria, and, in spite of herself, her throat 
swelled, her eyes filled with tears. “I 
don’t know—any more,” she said. 

“You're overwrought,”’ said Captain 
Martineau kindly. “I shan’t trouble you 
any more tonight.” 

“I'd rather get finished. 
home tomorrow morning.” 

“I’m afraid I'll have to ask you to stay 
here a little longer. I’m sorry, but we 
won't bother you any more than we have 


” 


to. 

“Can’t you finish your questions now?”’ 

“You see,” he explained, ‘‘the doctor’s 
findings may make a difference.” 

“Not to me. I didn’t see anything—or 
hear anything. I don’t know anything 
about the poor woman.” 

She was undeniably crying; but she 
thought it better to ignore that. 

“Trying situation,”’ said he sympatheti- 
cally. “I’d advise you to take Mrs. 
Howard’s advice and move to another 
floor. Before my men arrive.” 

“Do you mean that I’ve got to stay in 
this place?” 

‘We'll make things just as easy as we 
can for you,” he said in a soothing voice. 
“But in a case like this . . . Try to get 
some sleep now, and forget all about it 
until the morning.” 


I want to go 


HE ROSE, and obviously wanted her to 
go away. But much as she longed to be 
done with his questions, she had to know. 

‘“‘Who—who found out about this?” 

“Porter found the body.”’ 

“The hotel porter?” 

“No. Young fellow named Luigi Porter. 
When you complained about the shower, 
he came up to investigate and found the 
body. He communicated at once with the 
Bayhaven police.” 

“Who do you think did it?” 
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“King Emperor” bay Hunter 
owned by Miss Diana Dawes, 


1700 MacGregor Street, 
Montreal. 


Soo 


“King Emperor’, 7-year old bay thoroughbred 
gelding hasn't a mean streak in him. 





Regal in bearing, he is docile and well- 
mannered. A good jumper, he takes his 
fences very coolly in the show ring, and 
jumped 5 feet 8 inches on one occasion. 


He loves sugar and hates dogs—so his mis- 
tress sees that he gets plenty of the one, and 
tries to keep him away from the other! 





“The purest form in which 
tobecco can be smoked. 





Noneed to rub and scrub 
Ugly yellow stains disappear in a jiffy—when 
you clean toilet bowls with Gillett’s Pure Flake 
Lye. Use it full strength, too, to clear clogged 
drains, banish unpleasant odors. 

Gillett’s Lye makes light work of all kinds 
of heavy cleaning tasks. It just washes the 
dirt away. Get a tin today. 


* Never dissolve lye in hot water. The action 
of the lye itself heats the water. 


FREE BOOKLET—tThe Gillett’s Lye Booklet tells how 
to use this powerful cleanser for dozens of tasks. Send 
for free copy to Standard Brands Ltd., Fraser Ave. and 
Liberty St., Toronto, Ont. 
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KLEENEX 
HABIT 


reduces handkerchief 
washing during colds 


@ Every woman knows washing dozens 
of handkerchiefs during colds is no 
joking matter. All the more reason to 
adopt the Kleenex Habit the instant 
sniffles start. It saves money; costs less 
than laundering. And of course it re- 
duces handkerchief washing. 

Here’s a habit that’s good for every- 
one! It saves noses, for Kleenex Tissues 
are so soothing that irritation is practi- 
cally impossible. Kleenex tends to retain 
getms, thus checks the spread of colds 
through the family. Simply use each tis- 
sue once—then destroy, germs and all. 





Keep Kleenex in Every Room. 
Save Steps—Time— Money 
To remove face creams and 
cosmetics ...To apply powder, 
rouge... To dust and polish... 
For the baby... And in the car— 
to wipe hands, windshields and 
greasy spots. 
















No waste! No mess! 

Pull a tissue— the 

mext one pops u, 
ready fx use! , 


KLEENEX 


DISPOSABLE 
TISSUES 











| thoroughly awake,” she answered. 





The Girl Who 
Asked for Trouble 


(Continued from page 15) 


she had better be very indefinite about 


| time. 


“Well, it took me a few minutes to get 
“And 
then I listened to see if it came again. And 
then I dressed. I don’t know how long all 
that took.” 

“When you listened, you heard no 
recurrence of the sound that had waken- 
ed you?” 

“No,” said Victoria. “No. I didn’t.” 

“Did you hear any sound of an unusual 
nature earlier in the evening. Before you 
went to sleep?” 

“I heard a shower bath running for a 
long time—”’ 

“For how long?” 

“Oh, shut up!” she cried, in her heart. 
But she had to answer his questions. “I 
don’t know how long, Captain Martineau. 
I was reading. It just seemed to me queer 
for a shower to run so long, and I tele- 
phoned to the desk about it.” 

“Would you say the shower was running 
for half an hour?” 

“Oh, yes! At least that long.” 

“Did you notice the time?” 

“Well, I think it began about half-past 
nine.” 

“What time did you telephone the desk?” 

“‘Well—after ten, I think it was.” 

“Did you get to sleep soon after you 
telephoned the desk?” 

“Yes, I think so.” 

“‘Was the shower still running when you 
fell asleep?” 

“‘I—yes. I think so.” + 

He took out a notebook and rested it 
against the wall. 

“Under what name did you register, 
miss?” he asked. 

“Under my own name, of course.” 

“And what’s that?” 

“Victoria MacDonald.” 

“Your address?” 

“The Canborough Hotel, in Montreal.” 

“Your age, and occupation, if any?” 

He was writing down her answers. 

“I’m twenty-three. I’m confidential 
secretary to Mr. David Robinson, the 
publisher.” 

He looked up from the notebook. 

“As you probably know,’ he said, 
“you're not obliged to answer any further 
questions, Miss MacDonald. If you are 
willing to do so, however, it would be of 
assistance to us.” 

“Oh, certainly!” said Victoria, with 
heartiness. 

“Do you care to tell me why you came 
to the Inn?” 

“T had some work to do and I’d heard 
that this was a nice quiet place.” 

“Do you recall who recommended the 
place to you?” 

“Mr. Robinson. He’s never been here, 
but someone—I don’t know who—had 
told him about it.” 

“Do you know any of the persons at 
present registered here?” 

“‘T met a Mr. Petrie.” 

“Did you know him previous to your 


| arrival here this afternoon?” 


“No, I just met him in the taxi, driving 


| here.” 


“Do you know anyone else here?” 

“No.” 

“Did you enter into conversation with 
anyone here?” 

“The manager, and the desk clerk. 
That’s all.” 

“Did you observe any other guest or 
guests?” 

“There was a woman in the dining 
room.” 

“Can you describe this woman, Miss 
MacDonald?” 

“She was blonde,” said Victoria. “About 
forty, I should say. Not exactly stout, 


but—buxom . . She wore a black dress.” 

“Had you seen this woman before?” 

“Never.” 

“Miss MacDonald, what was 
impression of this woman?” 

““My impression?”’ Victoria repeated. She 
was reluctant to give her impression, now 
that the woman was dead. 

“For instance,”’ said Captain Martineau, 
“if you could give me an idea . . . Ladies 
are generally good at sizing up one another. 
Would you say that this woman was a 
society woman, for instance?” 


your 


“No, I shouldn’t,” said Victoria, 
definitely. 

“Businesswoman?” 

“I don’t—” she began, and stopped, 


because the elevator door was opening. A 
woman stepped out, a slender, queenly 
woman with white hair dressed high on her 
head, in surprising contrast to her bloom- 
ing face. 

“Miss MacDonald?” she said, in a low, 
soft voice. “My dear, I’m so sorry .. . 
I’m Mrs. Howard, the housekeeper, and 
I’ve come to look after you.” 


“Thanks,” said Victoria, “but I’m all 
right.” 
“We'll change your room,” Mrs. 


Howard went on. “You just go and lie 
down comfortably on my sofa, and we'll 
move your things without disturbing you 
at all.” 

“I’m asking this young lady a few 
questions,” said Captain Martineau, with 
an air of displeasure. 

“But surely that can wait until morn- 
ing, Captain Martineau!” she protested. 

“No, ma’am, it can not,”’ said he. “Is 
there a vacant room?” 

“Surely,” said Mrs. Howard. ‘This 
way.’’ She led them around the corner to 
another of those well-appointed, charming 
rooms. “‘I’ll move your things, my dear—”’ 

“Please don’t touch my things!” said 
Victoria, more sharply than she meant. 

“Of course not, my dear,” said Mrs. 
Howard. “You’re nervous and upset, and 
nobody is going to bother you. Just 
telephone for me when Captain Martineau 
has finished, won’t you?” 

“Thanks!” said Victoria, and Mrs. 
Howard left them. 

“Are you nervous and upset, Miss 
MacDonald?” asked Captain Martineau. 

“Why, no!” answered Victoria. ‘Why 
should I be?” She spoke calmly and 
pleasantly, but a secret alarm filled her. 
Did she look like that? She had not 
thought to glance in a mirror before leav- 
ing her room. Perhaps she looked strange, 
wild, very suspicious. 

“You see,” he continued, ‘‘an accident 
has happened to this woman we were 
speaking of, and I’m looking for something 
that might identify her.’’ 

“A serious accident?” asked Victoria. 

“Well, yes,” he said. ‘Yes. Murder.” 


“MURDER?” 

“Sit down, Miss MacDonald. 
afraid I was too abrupt.” 

“You did it on purpose,” thought 
Victoria. ‘“‘You wanted to see how I'd 
take it. . . Murder? Right there in the 
room next to me? But there wasn’t any 
sign of murder. . .” 

“Sit down!” he repeated, in an almost 
fatherly tone. ‘Like a glass of water?” 

“No, thank you.” 

“Take it easy,”” he said. And she was 
glad to be let alone for a moment, to 
think. 

“I must remember that I don’t know 
anything,”’ she told herself. ‘I don’t 
know what happened, or where, or any- 
thing. Only—suppose someone saw me 
going there? Suppose I left fingerprints 
or footprints? Suppose he knows all about 
it and this is a trap?” 

For a moment an unreasonable panic 
seized her. 

“Perhaps 
obstructing justice, 


I’m 


it’s a criminal offense— 
or something like 


that . . . And even if it’s not—I’d hate 
like sin to have it come out . . . In the 
newspapers . . . I—could hardly stand 
a 


She glanced up at Captain Martineau 
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“Life does funny things to us, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes,’’ said Victoria again. 

“But, I must say, my position here is 
wonderful,”” said Mrs. Howard. ‘Mr. 
Jones is a gentleman. You can imagine 
how much that means to me. I never did 
anything until I came here. But when my 
husband died, only two years after we were 
married, I just had to earn my living.” 

“Yes,” said Victoria. 

“I was brought up in the old-fashioned 
tradition. I never dreamed that I’d have 
to work. But when I did have to, why, I 
made up my mind to use what gifts | had.” 

“That’s the idea,’’ said Victoria, as 
nicely as she possibly could. She was weil 
aware of her own impatience, her propen- 
sity for being blunt to the point of rude- 
ness, and she made admirable efforts. But 
she felt that she would not be able to stand 
much more of Mrs. Howard, and perhaps 
that was visible in her face, for the house- 
keeper rather suddenly said: 

“Good night, dear. If you want any- 
thing, just ask.” 

“Good night,”’ said Victoria, and locked 
the door after her. She took off her shoes 
and skirt and sweater, and rushed into bed. 

“T won't think of anything!”’ she told 
herself. 

She shut her eyes, but they were shut 
too tight; her whole body felt tight and 
tense. Asif she were waiting . . . Waiting 
for a sound She thought that if she 
went to sleep, she would hear that sound 
in her dreams. The sound of a shower 
running. 

“This is the critical time,” she told her- 
self. “If I don’t face this now and conquer 
it, I'll lose my nerve.” 

She opened her eyes in the dark to face 
the thing. But what rose before her was an 
image of Petrie in a blue shirt. Petrie 
telling such a wholesale lie. 

“He didn’t come in after me. He came 
in first. He was not sitting in that room 
opposite mine, with the door open. I'd 
have seen him. He told me he always 
reported everything to the police. Well, is 
that the way he reported things? By 
telling lies in that off-hand way. Is that 
the way he told them about poor Lottie’s 
death?” 

Her breath was coming quicker. She 
remembered how he had talked about the 
animals in the forest. As if it were merely 
an interesting and perfectly natural fact, 
that one creature should destroy another. 

“Did he—?” she thought. 

It wasalittlebit--toohorrible. . . Shehad 
sat side by side on a bench with him. Her 
arm had brushed his. He was here now, 
under this roof 

No use thinking of sleep; she didn’t want 
to go to sleep. If she did, she would dream 
about—things . . . About a woman dead 
in a forest, about a woman dead in a 
shower bath . About Petrie in a blue 
shirt, so vague and casual 

It was very dark under the trees, and 
there was no path. 

“If I go straight ahead,” she told 
herself, ‘I'll come to a road.” 

But she didn’t really believe that. She 
didn’t believe there would ever be any 
end to these trees, and panic was rising in 
her. The trees were getting closer and 
closer together, so that she had to squeeze 
between them, and when she looked ahead, 
she thought they made a solid barricade. 
She tried to turn back, and they had 
closed in behind her on both sides and she 
was smothering. 

‘Let me out!”’ she cried. 

“This way !”’ said Petrie. 

He pushed the trees aside, and they bent 
backward, leaving room for her to walk. 

**‘Do you know the way out?” she asked 
him. 

“Oh, yes!’ he said, and went ahead, 
pushing the trees aside. She wanted to 
hurry, but he went on slowly. Then he 
disappeared. 

“Mr. Petrie!” she cried. 

“I’m here,” he said, and reappeared. He 
had a white rabbit in his arms, and that 
terrified her. 

“Give it to me!” she told him. “Don’t 
you dare to hurt it!’”’ 


He knocked the rabbit’s head against a 
tree, and it made a hollow sound. She 
shouted to him to stop, but he kept on. 
She tried to reach him, and get the rabbit 
away from him, but the trees wouldn't 
bend aside for her. 

“Stop!” she called. 


SOMETHING RATTLED, and she 
awakened. It was the door-knob rattling, 
and someone was knocking. 

“Who is it?”’ she demanded. 

‘Just me, dear,” answered a sweet voice. 

Victoria got up and opened the door, and 
Mrs. Howard came in with a tray. 

“It’s too bad to disturb you,’”’ she 
said, “but Captain Martineau says he’d 
like to see you in an hour. I’ve brought 
you a nice breakfast and I brought it 
myself, because I thought you’d rather 
have me than one of the maids. Just get 
right back into bed 

“No, thanks!” said Victoria. “I’d rather 
sit up.” 

She would rather do anything except 
whatever Mrs. Howard suggested, and she 
was somewhat ashamed of that. After all, 
the woman was trying to be nice. 

“Then let me hand you your dressing 
gown, dear.” 

“T think I will get back into bed, after 
all,” said Victoria. 

“More comfy, isn’t it? But you’d better 
have your dressing gown around your 
shoulders, dear. It’s much cooler this 
morning.” 

“No, thanks,” said Victoria. ‘I don’t 
want my dressing gown.” 

“Then I'll close the window!” said Mrs. 
Howard, and Victoria let her. ‘‘Glorious 
weather !”’ said Mrs. Howard. 

Victoria poured out a cup of coffee and 
began to sip it. 

“Relax !”’ she said to herself. ‘You have 
got a nasty temper! This woman is 
trying to be decent. She doesn’t know 
about your dressing gown—Or does she?” 

She set down her cup hastily and looked 
at Mrs. Howard who was standing by the 
window looking out with an expression of 
bright pleasure. She was really very 
pretty, with that beautifully-dressed white 
hair, that lovely rose and white complexion; 
she looked, thought Victoria, like someone 
from the court of Marie Antoinette. 

‘And just as dumb,” thought Victoria. 

There were popovers under a napkin, 
and she was able to forget Mrs. Howard 
for a moment. 

“Oh!” said Mrs. Howard. “I nearly 
forgot . . . There was a telephone call for 
you—and who do you think it was?”’ 

“Robin!” thought Victoria. 

**Guess,” said Mrs. Howard. 

“T couldn't.” 

“From Mr. Jacobus, of all people!” 

“Jake, you mean,”’ said Victoria, and 
laughed. ‘‘What did he want?” 

“He wanted you to call him up when 
you had time. Mr. Jacobus is a great 
ladies’ man.” 

“He’s a funny old laddy-buck,’’ said 
Victoria, half to herself. 

*‘He’s very highly thought of here,” said 
Mrs. Howard, with a tinge of reproach. 
“Of course, dear, in a community like this, 
the standards are different. Not what you 
and I are accustomed to. Much more 
democratic. Mr. Jacobus isn’t a man of 
culture, but he has a good deal of common 
sense. And he’s quite well-to-do. He owns 
a lot of property.” 

“Then I'd better ring him up,” said 
Victoria, beginning on the eggs and bacon. 
“T’ll remind him that he proposed to me 
yesterday.” 

Mrs. Howard gave a silvery laugh. 

“Poor Mr. Jacobus!” she said. ‘You 
mustn’t lead him on, dear! I’m sure you 
have plenty of beaus at home.” 

She went away then, having started 
Victoria thinking about Robin. 

“He'll read about this murder in the 
newspaper,” she thought, ‘‘and he’ll begin 
to worry.” 

She sighed and leaned back against the 
pillows. The way Robin worried about her 
was the most touching thing. She remem- 
bered the first time she had worked late in 
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“Now, Miss MacDonald!” he said smil- 
ing. “How do you expect me to answer a 
question like that? No . . You must 
try and get some rest, now. Try to forget 
the whole thing.”” He opened the door, 
stood holding it open, and she had to get 
up. She had no handkerchief; she blinked 
her eyes and wiped them casually on her 
sleeve. 

“Well 
pleasantly. 

“Good night,”’ said he. But he came 
along with her. And as they turned the 
corner, she saw Mrs. Howard coming out 
of her room, carrying her suitcase. 

“IT packed up your things myself, dear,” 
she said. “I've got a very nice room ready 
for you on the floor below.” 

“T asked you not to touch my things!” 
cried Victoria. The wet slippers rolled up 
in the damp dressing gown. . . 

“T only wanted to help you, dear,” said 
Mrs. Howard gently. 

“It’s the best thing for you,” said 
Captain Martineau. Both of them so 
soothing, so kind, as if she were a trying 
child. 

“And that’s how I’m behaving,” she 
thought. “I’ve got to pull myself together 
. . .”’ She did it, too. She smiled. 

“Thanks, Mrs. Howard,” she said. 
“It’s very—” 


Good night,” she said 


THE DOOR across the corridor opened 
and Petrie appeared in his shirtsleeves. A 
blue shirt he wore, and a sedate, dark blue 
tie. 

“Why, Mr. Petrie!’’ cried Mrs. Howard, 
staring at him. ‘“‘But— !” 

“I came up here to work,” he said. 
“Don’t mind, do you?” 

“But—” 

“And here’s Captain Martineau,’ 
Petrie. “Anything wrong, captain?” 

“Good evening, Mr. Petrie,’ said 
Captain Martineau. “Yes. Something 
pretty serious. Have you been in that 
room long?”’ 

Petrie stroked the back of his head and 
frowned. 

“Same trouble I had before,’’ he said. 
“Remember? When you had me in jail? I 
couldn’t tell you what time I did things. 
Y’see, I don’t look at my watch much. I 
don’t know what time it was when I came 
up here. I took a stroll after dinner, and I 
met Miss—er . . . This young lady. We 
had a smoke, and she went in. I followed 
in about—I’d say—five minutes. I went 
to my own room, but I couldn’t work. A 
rat.” 

“A rat!” cried Mrs. Howard. 

“A rat.’”’ said Petrie, “bothered me. So 
I thought I'd look around for an empty 
room to work in. The doors on my floor 
were all closed, so I came up here, and 
found this door open. See?” 

“How long were you in your own room 
before this rat disturbed you, Mr. Petrie?” 

“It was there when I first opened the 
door,” said Petrie. ‘‘I don’t like rats.” 

“But why didn’t you report it, Mr. 
Petrie?” cried Mrs. Howard. ‘We'd 
have—”’ 

“I never do,” said Petrie. 

“Do you mean that you’ve seen rats 
here before?” she demanded. 

“Oh, yes,” he said. “Any number. Well, 
anyhow, I grabbed my work—”’ 

“But why didn’t you let me know?” 
Mrs. Howard persisted. 

“No use,” said Petrie. ‘You'll never 
get rid of them here. Anyhow, I grabbed 
my work and I came up here. Right away. 
Probably ten minutes, I’d say, after Miss 
—DMiss.. . left me.” 

“Mr. Petrie, did you hear anything 
unusual?” 

“Unusual? Not a thing.” 

“Did you hear anything at all?” 

“T heard some bath running, that’s all.” 

“Did you hear anyone pass along the 
hall?” 

“Nobody. I didn’t see anyone either.” 

“See anyone?” 

“TI had the door open, you know.” 

“Why?” 

“I’ve been like that,”’ said Petrie, “ever 
since I was in jail.” 


said 


“Do you mean that you don’t like 
closed doors?”’ 

“No,” said Petrie. “It’s not that. What 
I mean is, I'm nervous. Always expecting 
to be accused of something.” 

He certainly didn’t look nervous, 
thought Victoria. He looked not only cool 
and composed, but faintly pleased. 

“Were you working in such a position 
that you could see the hall, Mr. Petrie?” 

“I'll show you,” said Petrie, stepping 
back and opening the door wide. The 
table in there was pulled out from the 
wall, the chair behind it was directly 
facing the hall. The lampshade was tilted, 
there were papers on the table, and on the 
floor; his jacket hung over the back of the 
chair. 

“I sat there,” said Petrie, “with the 
door open. So that if Mrs. Howard or 
anyone else saw a light in what was sup- 
posed to be a vacant room and came to 
investigate, thev’d see at once that I 
wasn’t doing anything illegal.” 

The room presented the appearance of 
having been used as he said. It was a very 
convincing build-up. And he, thought 
Victoria, was a very convincing liar. For 
she knew perfectly well that he had not 
been sitting there all evening with the door 
open. Twice she had passed that door and 
she knew it had not been open. 

She knew he was lying, and the lie might 
be of the utmost importance. But she 
could not say a word without betraying 
herself. 

“From your position, Mr. Petrie,” said 
Captain Martineau, “could you have seen 
anyone approaching from the other end of 
the hall?” 

“Obviously,” said Petrie, “I could only 
have seen anyone who passed mv door. 
From any direction. And nobody did. A 
while ago, I heard someone get out of the 
elevator. But I didn’t bother to see who 
it was. And I’m sorry to say I didn’t look 
at my watch.” 

The elevator door shut with a rattle that 
made Victoria jump, and out came a man 
with one of those bags doctors are wont to 
carry, followed by a man with a camera, a 
man carrying a little case, a policeman in 
uniform, and a man in plain clothes. 

Captain Martineau went toward them. 
Mrs. Howard had turned to look at them. 
But Petrie was looking at Victoria. 

“Investigation will now begin. . . 
said. ‘It can be very unpleasant.” 


, 


” 


he 


“COME, DEAR!” said Mrs. Howard. 
“We'll walk down, if you don’t mind. It’s 
only one flight.” 

She picked up the bag, but Victoria 
objected. 

“I'll take it.” 

“Let me!’ said Mrs. Howard, and 
hurried ahead, straight and willowy. They 
turned the corner, and at the end of the 
corridor a dim red light marked the stair- 
case. Mrs. Howard descended with an easy 
gliding gait, hurried on to another room, 
furnished in mulberry and white. 

“Now!” said Mrs. Howard. “‘Isn’t this 
comfy?” 

Victoria felt ashamed of her unreason- 
able irritation with Mrs. Howard. “All 
the rooms here are very attractive,” she 
said. 

“They really are, aren’t they? Mr. 
Jones gave me a free hand and I made 
them as much like my own dear old home 
as I could. I do think these little touches 
count so much, don’t you? I mean to 
people like you and me, who are accus- 
tomed to gracious living.” 

Victoria struggled against an impulse to 
say that she hated gracious living, and 
that she was not accustomed to these 
little touches. She said “‘yes”’ as affably as 
she could, but she stood straight and 
uncompromising in the middle of the floor, 
wishing Mrs. Howard to go. 

“My old home near Baltimore was so 
beautiful,”” Mrs. Howard went on. “Much 
too big for these days. You’d need at least 
half a dozen servants to keep it up, and 
when my father lost all his money, why—’’ 
She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. 
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“Good morning,” he said. “Kind of you 
to come so promptly. Sorry I had to get 
you up so early . . . Shall we go into this 
little room?”’ 

She stared at him without answering. 

“Can’t I have five minutes?”’ she was 
thinking. “I’ve got to have a little 
CMe...” 

“Shall we go in there?” said Captain 
Martineau, and she went with him into the 
music room. She felt immeasurably 
stupid, blank, inert; she realized that he 
had asked her three times to be seated. 

“This won’t do,”’ she thought in alarm. 
“This is the time when I’ve got to keep 
my head.” And she smiled gently at 
Martineau. “I’m sorry,” she said. “‘It all 
seems like a dream, a nightmare. A quiet 
little place like this. . .” 

“Yes,” he agreed, “it’s a bad job for 
poor Jones. But you mustn’t let it upset 
you too much.” 

“I wish I could go away.” 

“Of course . .” he said. ‘That’s 
natural. But I’m afraid we'll have to ask 
you to stay just a little longer. There'll 
be an investigation, and your telephone 
call complaining of the shower is of a 
certain importance. If we can get the 
times a little more definite... .” 

He began. “You can’t tell me exactly 
at what time you first noticed the shower 
bath running?” 

She could not. 

“‘Now, is it possible,” he said, “that the 
shower was running when you first went to 
your room, but that you did not notice it, 
until you went into your bathroom?” 

“I’m sure I'd have heard it.” 

“You're sure that, from your bedroom, 
you could have heard any unusual sound 
from the room next door?” 

“Well, yes—I think so.” 

“This is very important, Miss Mac- 
Donald. You wish to state that you heard 
the shower bath turned on?”’ 

“Well, no—I mean, I heard it when I 
went to take my own bath, and I hadn’t 
heard it before.” 

“And you believe that if it had been 
running before that, you would have heard 
it from your bedroom?” 

“I think so. Because I certainly heard it 
later, after I got into bed.” 

“But wasn’t that because you were then 
aware of it? Isn’t it possible that it was 
running before and that you failed to 
notice it?”’ 

“I don’t think so.” 


SHE MADE herself sit still, and made 
herself answer his questions. But she 
wanted to shout at him. 

“Let me alone! I'm so sick and tired of 
this 

“If you're sure of that, Miss Mac- 
Donald, it pretty wel! fixes the time of the 
murder.” 

That gave her answers an alarming 
importance and she began to doubt 
everything. 

“TI just think so,”’ she said. 

“We'll make some little tests. And if it 
proves to be the case that any sound in the 
next room would have been audible to you 
in your bedroom, then the shot must—” 

“The shot?” she cried. ‘‘But—” she 
stopped, aghast at the narrowness of her 
escape. For she had been on the very 
brink of saying, “But there wasn’t any 
blood...” 

“Yes, Death was caused by a shot,” 
said Captain Martineau. “And appar- 
ently no one in the house heard a shot.” 

“Well, don’t criminals use silencers?” 

“Silencers aren’t so common in real life 
as they are in stories,”’ said he. “They're 
not easy to get. And they have to be 
fitted to the gun. An ordinary person 


couldn't buy one.” 
“Do you think this was done by an—an 


ordinary person?” 

“It doesn’t look like the work of a 
professional criminal,” he said. “Unless 
we turn up something that connects the 
deceased with the underworld . 


“Was it robbery?” 
“Hard to say,” he answered. “Because 


we have no means of knowing whether the 


woman had anything to steal. There’s 
some sixty dollars in her purse. But she 
may have had jewellery or other valuables. 
We have very little to go on. We don’t 
know who she was, or why she came here. 
She has no police record.” 

““How do you know?” 

“We wired her fingerprints to the 
authorities.” 

“How?” 

“Fingerprints can be wired,” he said. 
“According to classification. It’s an inter- 
esting thing.’ 

“I wish you’d tell me about it,” said 
Victoria. This was a good technique, and 
familiar to her. She had used this method 
in school, to get a teacher off the track. 
She used the same air of alert interest now, 
to divert Captain Martineau. Even a brief 
respite from these interminable questions 
would help. 

“I'd be very pleased to,” he answered, 
“later on. But now, we want to get these 
times straight. The doctor finds it difficult 
to fix the time of death with any sort of 
exactitude.” 

“Why?” asked Victoria briskly. 

“The body had been placed under the 
shower,” said Captain Martineau, “‘previ- 
ous to death. And the effect was similar to 
that of submersion.” 

“Previous—to death?’ said Victoria. 
She felt a little sick. 

“It’s not pleasant,” said Captain 
Martineau. “If I had my way, I’d compel 
every citizen, male or female, as soon as 
they reached the age to vote and serve on 
juries—I’d compel every one of them to see 
what a murder is actually like. I’d make 
them view the body and, wherever 
possible, see the family or friends of the 
murdered person. There’s no cure for 
sentimentality, but it would be consider- 
ably more wholesome for the public to be 
sentimental about the victim, instead of 
the murderer. I’m glad Judge Eversley 
feels as I do. He has no mercy on anyone 
who withholds or conceals information.” 

“I’m going to tell him the truth, right 
here and now,” she was thinking. “I hate 
doing it, but I'll have to, or I might get 
into serious trouble.” 

As he finished, she looked up at him. 

“‘There’s something—”’ she began, when 
there was a brisk rap at the door. It wasa 


bellboy. 
“Excuse me. Telegram for Miss 
MacDonald.” 


Victoria signed for it and took it, and 
looked again at Captain Martineau. 

“Did you want to see it first?’’ she asked. 
For she wished him to see how blameless 
she was. 

“1?” he said, surprised. ‘“‘No. 
all! Go ahead!” 

She tore open the envelope and read the 
message. 


Not at 


“Return immediately. Stop. If 
return impossible, communicate 
immediately. 


Robinson.” 


Victoria was very glad to read this. 

“It’s from my boss,” she said. ‘He 
wants me to come back, at once. It must 
be something urgent. You see!” 

She handed Martineau the telegram, 
and he read it gravely. 

“Too bad,” he said. “But maybe you 
can arrange things by telephone.” 

“Don’t you think I could possibly go?” 

“Inspector Grimes wants to see you,” 
said Martineau. “Nothing to worry 
about, tell the truth and don’t get rattled.” 

“I am rattled,”’ thought Victoria. “I 
never felt like this before . . . It’s because 
they won’t give me time I want to 
think . . . Decide what’s best . . But 
first there’s that snake Luigi, and then 
these questions, without a moment to 
think If he’d keep quiet, and let me 
alone, I'd tell him the truth.” 

“Now, Miss MacDonald, did you at any 
time during the evening—?”’ 

“Excuse me, Captain Martineau,” said 
Victoria politely. ‘“‘But would you mind if 
I rang up my office now?” 

“Certainly! Certainly!’ said he. “I can 
wait. Go right ahead.” 
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helps a lady 
im distress 


Conrad Nagel...cur- 
tently starred in the 
Grand National pic- 
ture, “Bank Alarm”. 





“I took her to dinner. She wasa pretty 
girl, but her self-confidence had been 
shattered by her bitter experience. I 
encouraged her to tell her troubles... 


“A relative of mine back East wrote me 
that his daughter, whose engagement 
had just been tragically broken, was 
visiting the coast. Would I help her?... 





“*Remember’, I said, ‘a girl’s most al- 
luring feature is her mouth. No man 
is attracted by dry, cracked lips. To 
keep always lovely, there’s a special 
lipstick with a Beauty-cream base.’”... 


“Her fiance’s love had cooled until, in 
despair, she finally sent back his ring. 
It occurred to me that her appear- 
ance could be improved and I 
couldn’t resist just one bit of advice... 


_ | THAT ADVICE ABOUT KISSPROOF HAS MADE 
}| LIFE WORTH LIVING AGAIN/ NOW JOHN'S 
RING IS BACK ON MY FINGER. THE 
BEAUTY-CREAM BASE OF KISSPROOF IS 
A GIRUS MOST PRECIOUS BEAUTY AID/ 


Kissproof protects your tender lips from drying 
and chapping while it gives warm, lasting color. 


B\ er ‘Kis sproof 
Sndelible ipstick aved pb 


Y/, 5 luscious shades of Kissproof 
Zs “ at drug and department stores 50¢ 4 


“x fi\ ‘Match it with Kissproof rouge, made in two 
styles—Lip and Cheek (creme) or Compact (dry). » 





Generous trial sizes at all 10-cent stores. 


Chatelaine Service Bulletins on Beauty Culture 
Concise — Authentic — Essentially Helpful 

BEAUTIFUL HANDS DRESSING YOUR FACE 

Bulletin No. 15—5 cents Bulletin No. 17—10 cents 


A LOVELY SKIN 
Bulletin No. 18—10 cents 


HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR 
Bulletin No. 16—10 cents 
HOW TO BE FRESH AS A FLOWER 
Bulletin No. 19—5 cents 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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NOTHING COULD BE EASIER! 


Norforms are ready for use. 
There’s nothing to mix, noth- 
ing to measure. You don’t have 
to worry about an ‘‘overdose’’ 
or “‘burn."’ No apparatus is 
needed to apply Norforms. They 
are the dainty, modern, easy 
way to feminine hygiene. 





‘Tux Back to the awkward old 
ways of feminine hygiene. Contrast 
them with the new way, the convenient, 
simple Norform way. For, these easy- 
to-use suppositories have revolutionized 
feminine hygiene for millions of women. 

Norforms melt at internal body 
temperature, releasing an effective yet 
non-irritating antiseptic film that re- 
mains in prolonged soothing contact. 
This antiseptic—anbydro-para-bydroxy- 
mercuri-meta-cresol—called Parabydre- 
cin for short—is found in no other prod- 
uct for feminine hygiene. Parahydrecin 
is the reason why Norforms are posi- 
tively antiseptic and non-irritating. 


MILLIONS USED EVERY YEAR 


Send for the new Norforms booklet, “Femi- 
nine Hygiene Made Easy.’’ Or, buy a box of 
Norforms at your druggist’s today. 12 in a 
package, complete with leaflet of instructions. 
Address: Box 371B, The Norwich 
Pharmacal Company, Limited, 64 
Wellington St. W., Toronto, makers of 
Unguentine. 


NORFORMS 





a ° 
On. P.c. 19097 Known to Physicians as “Vagiforms 


the office, and it had begun to snow wildly, 
a sudden blizzard. Robin had insisted on 
coming out into the snow with her, and 
picking out a taxi to take her home. The 
first one he stopped he waved away. 

“Don’t like the look of that fellow,’’ he 
said. And when the second one was 
acceptable, he wrote down the driver’s 
license number. 

He was always doing little things like 
that, always worrying about her. 

“And nobody else ever has,” she 
thought. “Mother and father never 
worried about me.”’ But she couldn’t hold 
that against them. “I’d have hated it if 
they had,” she thought. ‘And anyhow, 
they’re both perfect, and sweet.” 

She rose and went into the bathroom. 
And there was a shower bath enclosed in 
glass . . . She made herself stand still, and 
not run away. 

“I’m going to be seeing shower baths for 
the rest of my life. And I’m not going to 
be a morbid idiot about them. I acted— 
rather impulsively last night—but I’m not 
altogether sorry. It would be horrible to 
be mixed up in a murder case. . .” 

She drew a tub, and got into it, and then 
she dressed, and dressed with care. She 
put on a pink jersey and a string of pearl 
beads, brushed her hair back from her 
forehead and fluffed it out behind her ears. 
When this was done, she looked seventeen, 
and that was the idea. 

“Tt’ll help me when Captain Martineau 
starts those darned questions again,” she 
thought. “If I look so young and gentle, 
it'll affect him, and it’ll make me feel like 
that.” 

She opened the suitcase to see about the 
dressing gown, and she was dismayed. The 
wet slippers wrapped inside it had soaked 
through and their red pompons had 
stained it. 

“Suppose the police search this room 
while I’m out of it?’’ she thought. 

She took up the bundle and looked 
about her. There was no possible hiding- 
place that the police would not find at 
once. 

“I can’t throw them away,” she thought. 
“What can I do?” 

She sat down to think over it. 

“If the police come in here they'll see 
them. That’s certain. The thing is for me 
to have a good story to account for their 
being wet...” 

Again she looked about her, and her 
glance rested on the thermos jug. 

“Okay,” she said aloud. 


SHE PUT the slippers on the seat of a 
chair and threw the dressing gown over 
them. She pushed the chair close to the 
table, and then taking the cork out of the 
bottle, she laid it on its side, so that the 
ice water ran out on to the chair. 

“I don’t know . . .” she said to herself, 
looking doubtfully at her handiwork. 
“It’s not a very convincing setup .. . 
What made the thermos bottle upset? A 
book?” 

She leaned a book against it, as if it had 
just fallen over, and that seemed better. 

“It’s the best I can do,” she thought 
with a sigh. ‘‘Now I’ve got to get out 
quick. Because, of course, I mustn’t know 
about this accident.” 

She went out into the corridor and did 
not lock the door after her. She was 
approaching the elevator, when Luigi 
came out of a room. 

‘Please excuse me,” he said. 
speak to you one moment?” 

He looked very handsome and very 
much subdued this morning, and he spoke 
with an unsmiling deference that dis- 
armed her a little. 

“What about?” she asked. 

“If I was annoying to you last night, I 
am very sorry,” he said. 

The idea came to Victoria that someone 
had sent him to make this apology, and it 
embarrassed her. 

“That’s all right,” she said, with a wide 
smile. 

“Thank you,” he said. “If you will be 
kind not to mention that to anybody? Not 
to anybody at all?” 


“May I 


“T won’t,”’ said Victoria not unkindly. 

“In my position, I have many difficul- 
ties. . .”’ he said. 

_She didn’t want to hear about them; she 
didn’t want to talk to him at all. But that 
subdued air disarmed her; she had no 
objection to seeing people angry, but she 
hated to see anyone abashed. Obviously 
he had more to say, and she waited. 

He was staring at the ground, hands in 
his pockets. Then suddenly he brought out 
something, and looked at her with a 
flashing smile. 

“This is your property, Miss Mac- 
Donald?” 

“Oh, yes,’”’ she said, rather pleased. It 
was the mauve enamel cigarette holder she 
had bought last night. 

“You have dropped this?” he said. 

“TI must have,’”’ said Victoria, and held 
out her hand for it. But he did not give it 
to her. 

“Does he want a reward?” she thought. 

He was still smiling, and it was a very 
artificial smile, she thought. 

““Where did you find it?” she asked. 

“You wish me to tell you?” 

“Of course.” 

“Well,” he said, “it was very much 
surprising to me.”’ 

He had the slightest trace of an accent, a 
matter more of inflection and turn of 
phrase than pronunciation; but at this 
moment he was altogether foreign and 
incomprehensible. She felt a queer 
uneasiness, as if he might say something 
grossly improper. 

“It doesn’t matter,”’ she said briefly, and 
took a step forward. 

“You know the thing that happened last 
night?” he said, moving as she did, and 
keeping close to her. ‘‘Do you know it was 
I who made the discovery?” 

“Yes.” 

“I came upstairs. I hear the shower 
running. What’s this?” He showed her 
how he had looked at that moment, listen- 
ing with an air of exaggerated surprise. ‘I 
go to that room. Knock. No answer. I try 
the knob. Not locked!’’ 

“I know about that,” said Victoria. 

“But wait! I open the door and the light 
is on in the room—”’ 

“Oh, dear!” thought Victoria. “I turned 
it on and forgot to put it out.” 

“Well, there is nobody there. But the 
shower bath is keeping on running. The 
bathroom door is open and I go to there. 
And I see—”’ 

“All right! I don’t want to hear what 
you saw,” said Victoria. 

“I see this holder lying on the floor,” 
said Luigi. 


THE WORDS came like a blow, stunning 
her. She did not and could not think; she 
simply reacted according to her nature. If 
anything knocked her flat, she tried to get 
up again and fight. 

“Oh, did you?”’ she said, with a sort of 
absent-minded politeness, as if it were not 
very interesting. 

“I am glad I was the first one to get 
there,” said Luigi. “I am glad I found 
your holder, and not Captain Martineau.” 

“It wouldn’t matter. I’m not even sure 
if it’s mine.” 

“Oh, it’s yours, Miss MacDonald.” 

“I don’t think it can be. Unless I 
dropped it downstairs somewhere, and the 
poor woman picked it up.” 

“Perhaps,” said Luigi. 

“Anyhow, thanks for bringing it to me,” 


said Victoria, and again held out her hand | 3 


for it. 

“Excuse me,” he said. ‘But if you can’t 
identify it, Miss MacDonald, I’m afraid I 
must not give it to you. Mr. Jones is very 
particular about that.” 

He put it into his pocket. 

“I think I’ll have to keep it,” he said. 
“‘Maybe I can find out more about it.” 

Victoria understood him very well. 


SHE WENT down in the lift, with the one 
idea in her mind of getting out of the Inn 
and thinking over the matter. But the 
moment she got out, Captain Martineau 
spoke to her. 
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@ The natural oils of the scalp 
dry out quickly in Canada’s drying 
winds and brilliant sunshine. Your 
hair becomes dry, harsh, brittle. 


Try this simple home treatment. Part 
our hair and apply “Vaseline” Hair 
onic right on the scalp. Massage 

briskly, Tae shampoo. See how 

soft and pliant your scalp be- 


comes. Hair is lustrous and 
lovely again. 


Two sizes 45c and 75c. Three 
times the quantity in the larger 
bottle. Write for FREE SAMPLE 
bottle to Chesebrough Mfg. Co., 
5520 Chabot Avenue, Montreal, 
Que., Dept. C-9. 
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HAIR TONI 
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Send for this true story of a freckled 
girl’s life. Learn how her skin freckled 
easily — how her homely freckles made 
her miserable at fourteen — how she gave 
up hope of ever being popular socially, 
until one day she saw a Stillman’s ad. 
She purchased a jar of Stillman’s 
Freckle Cream. Used it nightly. Her ugly 
embarrassing freckles soon disappeared, 















FOR leaving her skin clear, soft, 
smooth and beautiful. 
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Mercolized Wax 


@ Any comnplenion can be made clearer, smoother, 


ounger with Mercolized Wax. This single cream 
is a complete beauty treatment. _ 

Mercolized Wax absorbs the discolored blem- 
ished outer skin in tiny, invisible particles. Brings 
out the young, beautiful skin hidden beneath. 

Just pat Bievcolised Wax on your skin every 
night like cold cream. It beautifies while you sleep. 
Mercolized Wax brings out your hidden beauty. 
USE Saxolite Astringent —a refreshing, stimu- 

lating skin tonic. Smooths out wrinkles and age 
lines. Refines coarse pores, eliminates oiliness. Dis- 
solve Saxolite in one-half pint witch hazel. 
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C525—Zinnias, and C526—Japanese Lan 
terns. A perfectly exquisite pair of flower 
pictures. Leaves and flowers are in long 
and-short and satin stitch, and the little 
tubs in straight and backstitch. The zinnias 
are in light and dark rust, orange and gold, 
and the lanterns in light and dark rust. The 





C523—(Right) Juliet Cap. Marie Le Cerf fell 
in love with this little cap when in Paris this 
summer and brought it home so that we might 
copy it exactly in the studio. It is having a tre- 
mendous voque in Paris and London, and we 
want our readers to be the first to introduce it 
here. Stamped on red, brown or black felt (in 
four sections); the work to be done in wool. 
Complete materials, with instructions for work- 
ing and making up, price 50 cents. 


C524—(Below) Quilted cushion. This beauti- 
ful old Jacobean motif is an ideal design for 
quilting, for the work may be done in any color 
desired. Stamped on beige Venetian satin, size 
15 x 19 inches, back and front with wadding and 
cottons for working are priced at $1; stamped 
on olive green, deep blue or black silk taffeta, 
price $1.35. A form can be supplied at 50 cents. 
Please be sure to state color for cushion and cot 
ton for working. 


Order from Marie Le Cerf, 
Chatelaine, 481 University 
Avenue, Toronto, enclosing 
postal note or money order, 
lf sending cheque kindly 
add fifteen cents for bank 
exchange. Articles from 
previous issues can always 
be supplied. Full directions 
for working are sent. Price 
include postage 


by 
Marie Le Cerf 


tubs are in brown. You will be proud of 

these pictures when worked, for they are 

really artistic, ‘both in blending of colors and 

arrangement. Stamped on deep cream linen, 

size 12 x 15 inches, they are priced at 45 

cents each; cottons for working zinnias, 20 
cents, for lanterns, 15 cents. 


C315—(Left) Cutwork luncheon 
set in French marigold design, 
36- and 45-inch size. A par- 
ticularly lovely design and ar- 
rangement, to be worked in 
yellow and green—colors that 
you will find will blend with any 
china—or in white or ivory to 
match linen. The 36-inch cloth 
with four serviettes, stamped 
on heavy white or ivory cut- 
work linen, is priced at $1.65; 
the 45-inch set is priced at 
$2.25. White, ivory or colored 
cottons for working, 50 cents. 
Please state color of linen and 
cottons. 











71 






TRAYVAS 4 





DON’T LET IT HAPPEN TO}/ YOU 






YOU SEE THEM EVERY DAY—women still young, whose bodies have 
lost the slender lines, the supple charm of youth. You pity them, 
you sympathize—yet your own mirror may reflect the danger signals 
of this familiar, feminine tragedy. 


The causes of ‘middle aged’ figure are well-known. Arduous house- 
work, childbirth, improper corseting—*most of all, improper corseting. 
For, with her body restfully supported and guarded from strain, 
neither motherhood nor household duties need rob the normal 
woman of her graceful, slender figure. 


You can avoid—or correct—‘middle aged’ figure by wearing a 
Charis adjustable foundation, This patented garment provides the 
kind of figure control you have always wanted. Through complete 
adjustability, it meets the special needs 
of your figure, creating long, slender 
lines, permitting unusual freedom, keep- 
ing your body youthfully supple through 
properly designed support. 


The local Charis Establishment renders 
‘a complete home corsetry service, in- 
cluding figure analysis and careful fit- 
ting. Why not investigate this service 
and at the same time learn why Charis 
will give you a smarter appearance and 
greater comfort than any garment you 
have previously worn? ’Phone or write 
the Charis Establishment today and ask 
for a Charis representative. 


Cuaris, LIMITED 
Toronto, Canada 


CHARIS 


For slightly proportioned figures, Charis 
designers have created Swavis, a dainty, 
luxurious garment, very moderately priced. 
The Charis representative will gladly show 
you these popular, lightweight garments. 














ain envelope. Also trial offer. 
Annette Lanzette, 93-95 
Canada, 


Dept. C -743, Toronto, 


| Modern life imposes a great strain on 


: 


your eyes, frequently resulting in a 
tired, irritated, reddened condition 
that needs relief. Cleanse and soothe 
your eyes with Murine. For it helps 
nature keep your eyes healthful and 
healthy eyes are beautiful eyes. 
Murine contains seven ingredients 
known for their value in the proper 
care of the eyes. Use Murine night 
and morning for real eye comfort. 


WT 


for Your EYES 





SHE DID not wish Captain Martineau or 


| anyone else to overhear her conversation 
| with Robin. 


Not because she expected it 
to be confidential, but because she was 
quite certain that the matter was not 
urgent at all. 

“It'll be a breathing-space, anyhow,” 
she thought. “I’ve got to think. I’ve got 
to give some reason for not having—not 
having given full information last night.”’ 

What was the reason? She stood in the 
doorway looking at Captain Martineau, 
and not seeing him. What reason was she 
going to give him and that peppery 
inspector for having withheld information 
last night? 

“It seemed best at the time . . . I came 
here to do some work and I didn’t want to 
become involved... .” 

She imagined herself saying that. And 
she could imagine plenty of things which 
they would say in reply. 

“‘That’s not a very good approach. . .’ 
she thought. “I. . . Well I wonder if I’d 
better just say that I lost my head. . ?” 

Instinct told her, that a Victoria looking 
about seventeen, in a pink sweater, and 
admitting that she had been shocked and 
frightened would be accorded more con- 
sideration. But her pride rebelled. 

“No,” she thought. “I’m not like that 
and I won’t pretend to be. I'll say I acted 
for the best—” 

“There’s a booth outside,’’ said Captain 
Martineau, and she came to with a start. 

“Oh! Is there?” she said, with an air of 
interest, and went out into the lounge. 

Petrie was walking up and down there 
with his hands in his pockets. 

“I’m glad I got mine early,” he said. 
“Before Grimes began on me. He tells me 
I’m a poor witness, and I felt like that. 
Vague, y’know. Vague about times.” 

He smiled, but his eyes were fixed upon 
her face with a narrow intensity. ‘‘If 
you're going to change your story,” he 
said, very low, “for heaven’s sake tell me 
first. See you later,”’ he added aloud. 

Victoria went into the booth and closed 
the door. There was a nasty smell of stale 
tobacco and stale, sweet perfume, yet she 
wished she could stay shut up in it for 
hours. At least she was alone, and no one 
was asking her questions. 

“‘What did he mean by that?” she asked 
herself. ‘‘What made him think I was 
‘going to change my story?’ Does he know 
I didn’t tell the truth? He didn’t, of 
course. I know he wasn’t sitting there 
with the door open. And when I tell 
Captain Martineau that I left my room 
twice, he'll know that Petrie lied. Does 
that mean—?” 

Captain Martineau appeared in the 
lounge and glanced at the booth. She 
couldn’t stand in there doing nothing. She 
took up the receiver, and Luigi’s voice 
answered. She asked for her number and 
waited. 

“I suppose he thinks he’ll blackmail me 
with that holder,” she thought. “Just let 
him try! Only, I shouldn’t like him to tell 
anyone about finding the holder, before I 
tell. . . No. He won’t though. If he was 
honest and straightforward, he’d have told 
Captain Martineau last night that he’d 
found it. He means—’”’ 

“David Robinson’s office,” carolled a 
blithe voice. 

“Hello, Miss Cook!” said Victoria. 
“Give me Mr. Robinson, will you?” 

“He hasn’t come in yet, Miss Mac- 
Donald.” 

“Do you know when he will be in?” 

“We haven’t heard a word yet. I was 
wondering if I ought to ring up his apart- 
ment. To see if he’s all right.” 

“I think you’d better,” said Victoria. 
“It’s nearly half-past ten. I’ve got—”’ she 
stopped short, and decided not to mention 
the telegram. It might be something 
private. 

“If he comes in, will you tell him I 
called? He knows where to reach me. And 
if I don’t hear from you or him by noon, 
I'll call you again.” 


, 


AS SHE hung up the receiver, she thought 
how typical that was of Robin. Everyone 


in his office worried about him. There were 
far-reaching conspiracies to make him 
take a holiday now and then. He made one 
feel like that. He had plenty of money, 
plenty of friends, the business was satis- 
factory, yet somehow he seemed forlorn 

“He may be ill . . .” thought Victoria. 

Then Petrie went sauntering past, and 
she had to think of other things. 

“‘What did he mean?”’ she said to herself 
again. ‘Tell him if I ‘change my story’? 
To protect him, I suppose. Because, of 
course, he’s been lying. He was not in that 
room with the door open. He didn’t come 
into the house after me. He came first. 
Only how can he know what story I told?” 

She leaned against the wall, thinking. 

“It will certainly get him into trouble if 
I tell the truth,” she thought. 

There he was strolling up and down, 
with his hands in his pockets, and nobody 
could have looked easier or more uncon- 
cerned. His face in profile was so very 
alert, with his warm brown eyes and his 
sandy hair, and his features clear almost to 
sharpness, she thought, a little like a fox. 

“Is he foxy?” she thought. “He was 
arrested in the Lottie case . The 
police don’t arrest people for nothing. 
They must have had pretty good reason 
for thinking that, at least, he knew some- 
thing about that. Suppose he knows 
something about this, too?” 

She stared at him, her brows drawn 
together. 

“He may know something, without 
being really guilty of anything,’’ she 
thought. ‘You don’t like to get people into 
serious trouble, when perhaps—”’ 

Luigi went past. neat and slender, a 
gentle and serious look on his handsome 
face. 

“That horrible holder she 
thought. “I ought to tell Captain Mar- 
tineau the whole truth, and tell it quick, 
before things get any more complicated. 
Only I'd like to speak to Mr. Petrie first 
and tell him I’m going to change my story. 
That may be hard to manage. Perhaps 
Captain Martineau won’t let me speak to 
Mr. Petrie alone.”’ 

A man had come up to the booth and 
was staring in at her, a big, heavy- 
shouldered man with neat dark hair and a 
mouth like a steel trap. She looked back 
into his little grey eyes with dismay, 
reluctant to come out. He tapped on the 
glass, and she pushed open the door. 

“Are you Miss MacDonald?” he asked. 

“*Yes,”’ she said. 

“I want to talk to you, miss,” he said. 
“This way, please.”” He waved her into 
the dining room which was deserted now; 
he pushed a table out into the middle. 
“Sit down, miss,”’ he said. ‘‘I’m Detective 
Inspector Grimes.” 

“Oh, are you?” said Victoria. 

“You understand that you're not obliged 
to make any statement or answer any 
questions,” he said. “I’m just asking if 
there’s anything you'd like to say.” 

“I did make a statement to Captain 
Martineau,” said Victoria. 

“Anything you would like to add, or 
to retract from that statement?” 

“Not to you,” she thought. 

For Inspector Grimes was very, very 
different from Captain Martineau. He 
sat across the table from her, obviously 
watching her, and waiting. 

“Well . . .” she said, stalling for time. 
Time to be saved by Martineau, time to 
escape for a word with Petrie. “If you’d 
like to ask questions. . .” 

‘I’d like to know, miss, whether you 
care to make a voluntary statement of 
any sort.” 

She said nothing, and he waited very 
sinister in his patience. 

“I’ve sort of got used to being asked 
questions,” she said, with an apologetic 
smile. 

“Very well, miss!’’ he said. “Maybe 
you'd care to tell me how you happened 
to leave a trail of wet footprints leading 
from the shower bath, where deceased was 
found, up to and inside your room?” 


{To be Continued} 
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WONDER OF WONDERS, ALICES 
YOUR OLD PEN ACTUALLY 
WwoRKS ! WHAT'S HAPPENED ? 







| FILLED IT WITH QU/NK 
@PARKERS NEW INK 
THAT CLEANS A 
PEN ASIT 
WRITES. ISN'T § 
IT GRAND? 


Use This Quick-Drying Ink 
Throw Your Blotters Away 


Dries 31% Faster ON PAPER, 
Yet Does NOT Dry in a Pen! 


Write with Quink and your pen—whatever kind you 
use—will work beautifully—start instantly. For this 
revolutionary ink cleanses a pen as it writes! It con- 
tains a secret, harmless ingredient that dissolves the 
sediment left in a pen by ordinary inks. This ends 
clogging—ends shaking and fussing to start the flow. 
Quink, too, dries ON PAPER 319% faster than ordin- 
ary inks. Yet Quink resists evaporation—hence does 
NOT dry in a pen, 

Made two ways — WASHABLE and PERMANENT. 
WASHABLE Quink, for home or school use, washes 
out without trace if spilled on hands, clothes or rugs. 
PERMANENT Quink, for permanent records, never 
washes out. Quéink is always rich and brilliant—never 
watery. 























15¢, 25¢ and up at all stores selling ink. 


& 





Parker 
Quink 
The amid Fountain Pen Co., Limited, Toronto. 











@ Quickly and safely you can tint those streaks of 

y to lustrous shades of blonde, brown or black. 
BROWNATONE and a small brush does it. Used and 
approved for over twenty-three years. Guaranteed 


harmless. Active coloring agent is purely vegetable. 
Cannot affect waving of hair. Economical and lasting 
—will not wash out. Imparts rich, beautiful color 
with amazing speed. Easy to prove by applying a lit- 
tle of this famous tint to a lock of your own hair. 
BROWNATONE is only 50c—at all drug and toilet 
counters—always on a money-back guarantee, 


CORNS 


LIFT OUT WITH EASE 




























Pain INSTANTLY Relieved! 


Remove your corns by using 
this famous triple-action,sci- 
entific treatment, Dr. Scholl’s 
Zino-pads, and then keep rid 
of them. It’s easy, safe, sure. 
Just these soothing, healing, 
cushioning pads alone on 
corns, sore toes, callouses 
or bunions give you the most 
grateful relief imaginable— 
instantly, Put them on tender 
toes caused by friction or | 
pressure of new or tight 
shoes and you'll stop corns 
before they can develop. 
Used with the separate Medi- 
cated Disks, included in every box, 
Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads quickly re- 


move hard corns, soft corns be- 
tween toes or callouses. 


Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads are thin, 
velvety-soft, waterproof, Don't y 
stick to stocking or come off in 
the bath. Easy to apply, Get a box B/™ 
today. Cost but a trifle. Sold every- ped 
where. SOFT CORNS 


Dl’ Scholls 


Zino-pads 
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Simplicity Pattern 
2530 


Simplicity Pattern 
2537 


The youthful owners of these school-going styles 
will walk away with fashion honors, for each costume 
has style's newest features, of which even their 
grown-up sisters might well be envious. 

The first frost will not catch the very young miss 
in the fur-topped box coat napping. She is well 
prepared. Later on, when weather is colder, she 
will don the ear-muffed cap and leggings her 
mother made her from the pattern included with the 
coat, 

Older girls will recognize chic in the coat tailored 
on princess lines, with its slight flare and notched 
revers. It suggests the use of a tweed fabric, or the 
popular plaid. 

The suspender dress is d beguiling medium for 
hand embroidery. Any little girl knows that that is 
quite the newest way to set off her costume. An 
extra blouse or two will make the frock do service 
for several. 

The two-piece frock with its Peter Pan collar and 
four patch pockets is becoming for all ages, and 
is a “must” of all school wardrobes, as is the frock 
with the scalloped yoke and the so very smart 
trimming. 


Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer, or by mail through the 
Pattern Department of Chatelaine Maqa- 


zine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 







Simplicity Pattern 


73 


ive that will 60 to school 


Simplicity Pattern 


2532 


Chatelaine Magazine announces a 
New Fashion Service, beginning with 
this issue. 


Simplicity Patterns 


Chatelaine Magazine presents a new 
fashion service this month in co-operation 
with Simplicity Patterns. These patterns re- 
flect the smartest style trends of the sea- 
son. Chatelaine readers are assured that 
they will find them easy to work with, 
economical in price, and thoroughly satis- 
factory in every way. Each pattern is fully 
guaranteed, and contains the Simplicity 
Primer, the famous sewing chart which 
makes every sewing step easy to follow. 


Month by month, Chatelaine will show new 
style releases of these popular patterns. 


Descriptions 
on page 74 






Simplicity Pattern 
2549 
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UTFITS as zestful as the first leaf-whirring 

breeze of September; and smart as paint. 
Bright, too, in their richer, more subtle way. You'll 
notice the xew high as to neckline, the new low as 
to front fullness in the seated figure (2553). Try it 
in a spice woollen chiffon or wool jersey or pebble 
crepe, with rose-rust and beige added in the waist- 
bands. The smart two-piecer (2543) cries for a 
diagonal weave or plaid woollen, with suede hat, 
shoes and belt, -Dark green with scarlet or sea 
green with wine or that new brown with the plum 
overtone. 





























The suit (2566) is fall's piéce de résistance. 
Square-cut boxy jacket with its young Peter Pan 
collar and pockets of fur tops—not the expected 
skirt, but a classically simple one-piece dress. In 
black wool with Persian lamb. In cinnamon nubby 
wool with nigger brown fur. And finally, the braid- 
trimmed full-skirted frock (2551), which would be 
gay in beetroot with grey or svelte in black with 
royal blue braid. In one of the wool sheers or a 
fine cashmere. 


Presenting Autumn w 4 CRISP, NEW WARDROBE 
i 





Simplicity Pattern 
2566 

Simplicity Pattern 

2543 
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Simplicity Pattern 
2551 






Simplicity Pattern 
2553 


Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local 

dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department 

of Chatelaine Magazine, 48! University Avenue, 
Toronto, 
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Lovely for Luncheon 


(Continued from page 54) 





and tr. in holes), 3 holes, 7 tr., 3 holes, 
35 tr., 3 holes, 7 tr.. 3 holes, 19 tr., 3 holes, 
4 5:2 Ch, tum 

8th row.—Same as 7th. 

9th row.—6 tr., 2 holes, 2 ch., miss over 
hole and 1 tr., and work in the next, 17 tr., 
2 ch., miss over 1 tr. and 1 hole, 2 holes, 
7 tr., 2 holes, 2 ch., miss over as before, 
33tr., 2 ch., miss over, 2 holes, 7 tr., 2 holes, 
2 ch., miss over, 17 tr., 2 ch., miss over, 
2 holes, 7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

10th row.—6 tr., 4 holes, 15 tr., 4 holes, 
7 tr., 4 holes, 31 tr., 4 holes, 7 tr., 4 holes, 
15 tr., 4 holes, 7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

11th row.—6 tr., 3 holes, 2 ch., miss 
over, 13 tr., 2 ch., miss over, 3 holes, 
7 tr., 3 holes, 2 ch., miss over, 29 tr., 2 ch., 
miss over, 3 holes, 7 tr., 3 holes, 2 ch., 
miss over, 13 tr., 2 ch., miss over, 3 holes, 
7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

12th row.—6 tr., 5 holes, 11 tr., 5 holes, 
7 tr., 5 holes, 27 tr., 5 holes, 7 tr., 5 holes, 
11 tr., 5 holes, 7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

Note how the small trees in the panels 
at the sides are shaping up. Continue 
working in this way, sloping the trees one 
stitch in on both sides (every row). The 
small trees are 10 rows deep, finishing with 
3 tr. for the top, while the centre tree is 
18 rows deep. After the side trees are 
worked, the panels are continued across 
with holes (15), and the centre tree goes up 
alone. This also finishes with 3 tr., and 
continue with holes (23). 

Work 12 rows all holes above the top of 
the middle tree, and finish the mat with 
7 rows of d.c. to match the beginning. 


The Place Mat 


BEGIN WITH 1083 chain, turn and work 
1 d.c. in 3rd ch. from hook, then 1 d.c. in 
each ch., with 1 ch. to turn. Work 6 rows 
of 1 d.c. on each d.c., with 1 ch. to turn. 

Next row.—6 tr., 3 holes, 1 bl., 1 hole, 
1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 3 holes, 7 tr., 17 holes, 
7 tr., 3 holes, 1 bl., 1 hole, 1 bl., 1 hole, 
1 bl., 3 holes, 7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

Next 2 rows.—Same. 

Next row.—6 tr., 5 holes, 1 bl., 5 holes, 
7 tr., 17 holes, 7 tr., 5 holes, 1 bl., 5 holes, 
7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

Next 2 rows.—Same. 

Next row.—6 tr., 1 hole, 19 tr., 1 hole, 
7 tr., 17 holes, 7 tr., 1 hole, 19 tr., 1 hole, 
7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

Next row.—Same. 

Next row.—6 tr., 2 ch., miss over (1 hole, 
and 1 tr.), 17 tr., miss over, 7 tr., 17 holes, 
7 tr., miss over, 17 tr., miss over, 7 tr., 
2 ch., turn. 

Next row.—6 tr., 2 holes, 15 tr., 2 holes, 
7 tr., 17 holes, 7 tr., 2 holes, 15 tr., 2 holes, 
7 tr., 2 ch., turn. 

Next row.—6 tr., 1 hole, 2 ch., miss 
over, 13 tr., 2 ch., miss over, 1 hole, 7 tr., 
17 holes, 7 tr., 1 hole, 2 ch., miss over, 
13 tr., 2 ch., miss over, 1 hole, 7 tr., 2 ch., 
turn. 

Continue like this, sloping the sides of 
the trees in one stitch in each row. The 
trees for the place mats are 10 rows deep, 
ending with 3 tr. Work 14 rows all holes 
above the tops of the trees, and end the mat 
with rows of d.c. to match the beginning. 

The Napkin Ring.—42 ch., join into a 
ring, and into each stitch work 1 tr. 

Next round.—Join with s.s., 1 tr. on 
each st. 

Next round.—4 ch., miss over, 1 tr. 
1 tr. on next, 6 holes, 1 bl., 10 holes, join 
with s.s. 

Next round.—6 holes, 7 tr., 9 holes, join. 

Next round.—6 holes, 5 tr., 9 holes, 
join. 

Next round.—7 holes, 3 tr., 10 holes, 
join. 

Next round.—1 tr. on each tr., 1 tr. in 
each hole all round. Round of tr. on tr. 
Break off. 
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ONLY worthy prod cts ond services are accepted far introduction to Chatelaine 

homes through the advertising paaes of Chatelaine. Readers, therefore, can 

buy the lines advertised in Chatelaine with confidence of satisfactory service. 

By insisting on trademarked ‘ines of known quality and value, Chatelaine 
readers avoid costly mistakes when buying for their homes. 
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AVIATOR’S WIFE 


a 
Mary I lollick-Kenyon 


I AM a Canadian aviator’s wife. I know 
what it is to wait and wonder. I’ve known 
what it was to wait for six months and to 
get no word for eight weeks. And so I’ve 
learned a lesson that many women would 
do well to absorb—to put a blank over all 
those imag:ned things that might happen, 
and decide that what is to be will be. 

And although my husband was believed 
by the world at large to be lost, ‘n the 
Polar Star in which he and Lincoln Ells- 
worth flew over Little America, I knew he 
wasn’t. I was so sure of his courage and 
resourcefulness. Even when the Australian 
Government sent the Discovery to look for 
them, I didn’t worry. The only sleepless 
night I spent was the one on which we 
heard that the Discovery had sighted the 
plane and one man. And my children were 
very indignant over my anxiety. The next 
day the report of safety and success of both 
men came through. 

I knew what I was in for when I married 
an aviator. I think that is partly respon- 
sible for my sense of calmness. Of course, 
I couldn’t foresee that he would embark on 
any expeditions so hazardous or lengthy as 
exploration over Antarctica. But life is 
full of the unexpected, and one learns to 
take the difficult things with the good ones. 

There are so many good ones about 
my life! That meeting, for instance, in 
New York Harbor with my husband, when 
the Mayor and the Explorers’ Club of 
New York went out to do Lincoln Ells- 
worth and him honor. There was the 
killing of the fatted calf in Winnipeg when 
we got back . . . the thousands lining the 
streets, the welcome at the City Hall, the 
Parliament Buildings. The feeling of 
understanding and sympathy on the part 
of women I saw everywhere through my 
hours of waiting, and their gladness now 
that my suspense was over. 

Maybe an aviator’s wife sounds like a 
brave person to you. But I don’t think she 
is, particularly. Women know a lot about 
waiting and wondering. I learned my 
share in the War, when brothers and school 
friends were being listed “missing, believed 
killed.” I learned more when I got into 
the Women’s Royal Air Force and became 
a dispatch rider with a motor bicycle in 
London. I wanted to get to France—I 
applied, was inoculated, had hair bobbed, 
and went to Hampstead Heath, loaded 
with kit bag and bursting with enthusiasm. 
Only to learn they had sent a man instead. 
The roads were too bad for girls, they told 
me. So I went to an aerodrome in Sussex— 
and met my husband. 

Is it better to be alone or surrounded by 
friends in difficult times of suspense and 
uncertainty? It doesn’t matter where you 
are so long as you are busy. Hard work is 
my sure cure for anxiety---and the more 
anxious one gets the harder one needs to 
work. Then it’s a case of dropping into bed 
too tired to worry—you just sleep. 

I want my children to be aviators, if 
they want to, when they grow up. The girl, 
Marylea, is already set on it. The boy will 
decide without protest from us. We've 
trained them to believe—as we do—that 
flying in an airplane is as safe as riding in 
an automobile, or safer. The boy, Timothy, 
flew 700 miles before he could walk, and 
from babyhood both children have entered 
a plane as nonchalantly as most children 
step into a streetcar. I wish grownups 
would stop talking about being afraid in 
front of children. 

And I never did want a husband who 
would come home from work at the same 
time every day. I don’t know why—unless 
it’s because it’s so much more thrilling to 
have him drop out of the skies with a 
“Hello, puddle-in-the-ditch!’’ when you 
least expect it. 

So I’m prepared to take all I get, as an 
aviator’s wife. And like it! 





Sani-Flush 
TAUGHT ME 
THAT A 


° r “Ne 0 _ my « 
Instructions for Simplicity Patterns, pages 72, 73 


No. 2553. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20. 
Size 16 requires 33¢ yards of 39-inch ma- 
terial. 44% yards ribbon for belt. Price 
20 cents. 


i ns caw roreer Un : | | No. 2543. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20 and 
ag a 


NEVER SMELLS} 


Tortet odors are a danger sign. They 
mean that the toilet is unclean, unsani- 
tary. You can be sure of safe, glistening 
toilets with Sani-Flush. 

This odorless powder is made scien- 
tifically to clean toilets. Just shake a 
little Sani-Flush in the bowl. (Follow 
directions on the can.) Flush the toilet 
and watch stains vanish. Rust and in- 
crustations are banished. Porcelain 
gleams. You don’t have to touch it with 
your hands! Sani-Flush cannot harm 
plumbing. It is also effective for cleaning 
automobile radiators (directions on can). 
Sold by grocery, drug, hardware, and 
syndicate stores—30 and 15 cent sizes. 
Made in Canada. Distributed . 
by Harold F. Ritchie & Co., oe 


t 


SAFE EFFERVESCENT FORM OF 


FEMININE HYGIENE 


WELCOMED BY WOMEN EVERYWHERE 


Every day finds more and more women using 
Sanitabs. Sanitabs are absolutely harmless, 
yet effective. There is no danger of overdose 
or burn. Their soothing antiseptic action lasts 
for hours. No cumbersome apparatus is neces- 
sary in this modern method of ending feminine 
worries. Just a small and dainty, odorless, 

rvescent tablet, convenient and easy to use. 


For your own peace of mind 
Ask your druggist for— 


SANITABS 


Louise Van, R.N., 
Dept. 1, 442 St. Gabriel St., 
MONTREAL. 


Please send me, without charge, copy of 
booklet, ‘The Modern Method of Feminine 


Hygiene”. 


PERM a v.ceeWeldeveosengevercenierns veces : 


PDORESS . osc ccccccccccnsnascnvess 


SANITABS 


aterial. Scarf: 144 yard 39-inch. Price 


40. Size 16 requires 21% yards of 54-inch 
195 


zo cents. 


No. 2551. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20 and 
40. Size 16 requires 334 yards of 39-inch 
material. 334 yards braid. Price 20 cents. 

No. 2566. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 
42. Size 34 requires for Dress: 234 yards 
of 54-inch material. Coat: 2% yards of 
54-inch material. Trimming for collar:14 
yard of 50-inch fur fabric. For pockets: 
214 yards of l-inch fur banding. Price 
25 cents. 


No. 2537. Sizes 1,2, 3, 4,6 and 8. Size 
4 requires 15g yards of 54-inch fabric, 
Fur fabric: 44 yard 50-inch. Price 25 cents, 

No. 2549. Sizes 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16. 
Size 12 requires 2 74 yards of 35-inch fabric. 
\yyard of 35-inch contrast. Price 20 cents. 

No. 2530. Sizes 4, 6, 8, 10 and12 years. 
Size 8 years requires for Guimpe: 11% yards 
of 35-inch material. Jumper: 11% yards 
of 35-inch fabric. Rick Rack: 514 yards. 
Transfer pattern included. Price 25 cents. 

No. 2540. Sizes 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 
18 and 20. Size 16 requires 334 yards of 
54-inch material. Price 25 cents. 

No. 2532. Sizes 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16. 
Size 10 requires for Skirt: 114 yards of 
54-inch material. Blouse: 134 yards of 
54-inch material, Price 15 cents. 





FOR BRIDGE 


or BUSINESS 


This is Chatelaine Pattern No, 1601, Price 15 cents. 


Available only by mail order to Pattern Dept., Chatelaine Magazine, 
481 University Ave., Toronto. 


Make this frock in a gaily patterned silk or rayon crepe or matelasse, in the 
tyle shown on the left, and you have a delightful bridge or tea dress. By a 


simple change in design, you get the tailored frock to the right, with its 

effective vestee of white. It would be smart in a sheer woollen with a linen or 

piqué front. The dress shows the new front fullness and waistline interest, and 

the snug neckline. Both are from Chatelaine pattern No. 1601. Sizes 32, 34, 

36, 38, 40 and 42. Size 34 requires 35% yds. of 35" material for the first 

version, and 334 yds. for the second version, with V/ yd. 35" material for the 
contrast material. 
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A 
CANADIAN 
PRODUCT 


SWEEPERS RUN EASIER 


There’s nothing like a few drops of 3-In-One Oil to 
pep up sluggish sweepers, washing machines, sew- 
ing machines, children's toys, electrical appliances, 
etc. It is pure and free of gum. Specially blended 
for “triple action,” it cleans, oils and stops rust. 


3-IN-ONE OIL 


LUBRICATES-CLEANS*PREVENTS RUST 


alee crs. 
Sea 


Biya ds 
TL iT 


Cleans and Polishes 
Furniture, Pianos and all 
Fine Finishes 


For sale at Drug and Hardware Stores 


For Facial 
Blemishes 


Women prefer this 
famous English Oint- 
ment — daintier and 
more pleasant than 
the usual ointment. 


GHG 


TIC OINTMENT 
SEP 


BLACKHEADS 


Don’t squeeze blackheads—dissolve 
them. Get two ounces of peroxine 
powder from any drug store and rub 
gently with wet, hot cloth over the 
blackheads. They simply dissolve and 
disappear by this safe and sure method. 
Have a Hollywood complexion. 


Get TEXCRAFT 
for Your Children 


EXCRAFT has been welcomed as 

the ideal birthday gift, providing 
lasting interest to the young people. 
Ten big colored crayons enable any 
boy or girl to produce colored patterns 
on these outline sketches. Texcraft 
comes in a strong box, 16” x 12”; with 
a richly colored cover, altogether an 
excellent, educational, inexpensive birth- 


day gift that is highly appreciated. 


If your dealer cannot supply you en- 
close money order for $1.15 and a Tex- 
craft set will be mailed, post paid to 
any address in Canada. 


Manufactured Exclusively for the 
British Empire by:— 


TEXCRAFT 


481 University Ave., Toronto, Ontario 
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COLLEGE VS. MATRIMONY? 
NOT ANY MORE! 


The over-studi- 
ous, unattractive 
coliege girl who 
was an old maid 
because she 
scared men off 
with her higher 
education is a 
figure of the 
past. In her place 
is the vital, vi- 
brant young thing who has her fun, 
gets her degree and picks out a 
husband if she wants one. University 
is just four years more of her design 
for living, and she takes it in her stride 
says Miss Laura Newman, of St. 
Catharines, president of the Cana- 
dian Federation of University 
Women. 

About 150 women were expected 
in Toronto for the Triennial conven- 
tion of Federation from all over 
Canada, August 24, 25 and 26. They 
represent thirty-five clubs from Hali- 
fax to Vancouver. The International 
Federation has more than 68,000 
members in twenty-seven countries. 
University women in the Federation 
try to offer some leadership to 
women generally, to think construc- 
tively on present-day problems, to 
give scholarships and educational 
opportunities to students. They be- 
lieve that too often a brilliant child 
is forgotten while special classes and 
training are arranged for dull 
children. Yet one inventor, explorer, 
scientist, is worth a great deal more 
to Canada than a lot of under-par 
individuals. 

The entertainment at the conven- 
tion was limited to evenings. Lunch- 
eon parties take too much time and 
make delegates socially-minded when 
there's work to do, the executive felt. 

The Federation believes in the 
right of the married woman to con- 
tinue in her profession—in financial 
equality for the sexes, and equality 
of opportunity where big jobs are 
concerned. 





i. 
CANADIAN AIR-HOSTESSES? 
Will Canadian air-hostesses be 


employed on the new Trans-Canada 


BY LOTTA 
DEMPSEY 


Line when it commences operating 
planes from Halifax to Vancouver? 
The Honorable C. D. Howe, Minister 
of Transport, tells me he doesn't know 
yet. But it's a possibility. So it's 
interesting to know something about 
the job. First of all, only nurses need 
apply. Ones with the best qualifica- 
tions, good nerves and no fear of 
heights. 

Harriet Wexan, Chief Mistress of 
an American passenger air line was 
in Toronto recently interviewing 
Canadian nurses. She had hoped to 
hand-pick some to act as hostesses 
for her company. As it happened, 
immigration laws interfered—but | 
discovered that the weight limit was 
110 pounds, and too tall girls were 


ruled out. 
’ 


NEST IN A FLOWER POT 


A strange crop in a hanging 
flowerpot! That's what the Vancouver 
family thought when they found a 
pair of robins working like anything to 





build a nest in the wire frame swing- 
ing on their front verandah. Once 
the cozy little home was made, the 
eggs were laid, and, safe from cats 
and other bird hazards, the parent 
reared their lusty fledglings. Comings 
and goings of the householders didn't 
bother them at all—and whenever a 
breeze set the nest rocking, the birds 
just went with the wind—and enjoyed 
it. 

It's a new kind of birdhouse that 
busy birdlovers might hang about in 
their garden trees. 


* 
ENGLISH WOMEN TO FOLLOW 
CANADIANS 


When Nova Scotia women in Clare 
Municipality began making dolls last 
year and selling them to tourists 


they started something. They made 
Evangelines and old fishermen and 
"femmes de Claire’. Chatelaine 
mentioned it in "It's News'’. The item 
was reprinted in the Countrywoman 
and other English magazines, with 
the suggestion that something simi- 
lar might be done in England. So the 
British Women's Institutes are plan- 
ning to follow the example set by the 
little Canadian branch. The members 
sold 350 dolls last year and have 
them in shops and tourist stands all 
over the province now. English 
women’s Institutes will probably make 
dolls representing historic figures of 
their own communities. 


® 
WOMAN DOCTOR RUSHES 
STORK 


Dr. (Mrs.) K. F. Li, of Honolulu, has 
brought 4,000 babies into the world. 
Her husband's a doctor and her three 
sons and two sons-in-law are doctors. 
So she came to the Pan Pacific Con- 
ference in Vancouver recently to dis- 
cuss population problems of countries 
bordering on the Pacific Ocean! She 
was one of 100 of the most brilliant 
women of Canada, the U. S., China, 
Japan, Hawaii, the Dutch East Indies, 
Australia and New Zealand who got 
together to see what they could do 
about helping their countries to live 
peacefully and happily together. 
They didn't make resolutions or dig 
for findings. Just talked. About 
peace — and youth — and labor — 
and health — and education — and 
public opinion. The sort of things in- 
telligent neighbors might discuss with 
their armchairs drawn up on the 


verandah. 
* 


SHE COVERED THE WORLD 


Cora Hind, of Winnipeg, has been 
Agricultural Editor of the Winnipeg 
Free Press for more than thirty years. 
To celebrate the fact she was 
given a year's roving assignment to 
cover anything she liked anywhere. 

Now she's back at her desk—the 
one she started at—in Winnipeg. 
But the old desk isn't where it was 
when she left. It's been moved along 
with her worn scissors and paste pot, 
into the new suite of offices the 
paper built as a surprise for her on 
her homecoming. 

There's nothing tricky or feminine 
about the working quarters of this 
veteran grain and cattle expert. 
Oatmeal-colored wallpaper, a dull- 
shaded mulberry rug—and the old 
worn desk. 

And as to pictures? Prize cattle 
and agricultural maps! 

She's the dean of Canadian news- 
paper women and one of the leading 
authorities on agriculture in the world. 


COWBOY WITH A CAMERA 


Bill Oliver looks 
like a Western 
cowboy and is. 
But he carries a 
camera instead 
of a six-shooter. 


And last year 
when he went 
from his ranch 


near Calgary to 
Nova Scotia to 
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take some fishing pictures, he got 
invited on a scientific expedition to 
Africa and went. He took thousand 
"of feet of film, moving and still, for 
Leonard Lerner, New York sportsman. 
A lot of it is in the National Museum 
now and a movie company wants to 
make a commercial film of it. Bill 
watched a herd of elephants on the 
run, and saw a tiger teaching its 
young to make a first kill, 

Not so many years ago he used to 
shoot animals himself. Then he dis- 
covered it was just as exciting to 
shoot with a camera, and more 
lucrative. Now he only kills in self. 
defence. And he's one of Canada's 
ace cameramen. He says anyone can 
take pictures—even with the smallest 
sort of camera. But people don't pay 
enough attention to what they're 
getting, and to atmosphere and 
composition. It's a good idea to 
mark a spot you want to take and 
keep coming back until atmospheric 
conditions are at their best. And 
watch your composition, lighting and 
range. That's all. 
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WHAT A 
BREAK/ 
AFTER THE 

TOUGHEST DAY 

| VE HAD 
ALL YEAR/ 


DON’T GIVE UP 
THE SHIP/ 
LITTLE DORA'S 
GOT ONE OF HER 
SMART IDEAS. 
TAKE IT EASY... 
LL BE BACK. 








He OW incomparably delicious! 
H . . . the rich, mellow, full- 
. bodied flavour of Maxwell House! 
You'll agree at your first taste—no 
other coffee ever gave you such 
. satisfying enjoyment! 
i And how it buoys you up! You 
feel so much brighter . . . more 
alive .. . asits friendly stimulation 
revives your spirits! You can count 






SEE! DOESN‘ THAT 
MAXWELL HOUSE DO THE 
TRICK? ANOTHER CuP? 


YOU BET/ ILL BREAK 


ANY MINUTE NOw/ 
AND SAY / iT TASTES 


ROASTED AND PACKED IN CANADA —“ 


»» AND TONIGHT | 
GOTTA SHOW HIM 
THE TOWN ! 






















INTO A SMILE 






SWELL, TO00/ 


How Welcome!... 


of this truly roaster-fresh coffee 


on Maxwell House for that always! 

Another thing. Vita-Fresh 
Maxwell House comes to you 
always truly fresh. Not days fresh 
—but hours fresh! For it is packed 
in a super-vacuum tin—the one 
sure way to bring you coffee as 
fresh as the hour it left the roaster! 
Get a tin of Maxwell House Coffee 
today! 






1 KNEW IT/ You CAN’T BEAT 
MAXWELL HOUSE FOR PICKING 

A FELLOW UP/AND 11'S SUCH GOOD 
COFFEE, TOO... ALWAYS SO FRESH/ 


WELL, IT’S SURE 
PUT ME BACK IN 

CIRCULATION... 
VLL SHOW THAT 
GUY THE TOWN, 


GOOD TO THE LAST DROP” 



























LATER THAT NIGHT 


Tom,you sure |] SAY=TAKE 
ARE ON TOP ALITTLE TIP: 


/ WHEN YOU'RE | 
TONIGHT!” | | -RED..DRINK 























DRIP COFFEE DRINKERS! 


You can now buy Maxwell House in 
the perfect grind for drip coffee mak- 
ing. Use it in either metal or glass drip 
coffee maker —it makes superlative 
drip coffee. Ask your grocer for Drip 
Grind Maxwell House. But if you pre- 

: fer percolated, or boiled cof- 
: fee, ask for Regular 
Grind, of course. 





















NOW 2 GRINDS 
DRIP GRIND AND REGULAR 


¢ 


bihoup 
: ae 
iy 


“ 






PRETRIAL EE 


You want a cleanser that gets you through your work 
in less time, with less effort—that saves money because 
it gives you more cleaning power per sprinkle. And, 
above all else, you want a cleanser that doesn’t scratch 
smooth surfaces while it cleans and one that polishes as 
it cleans. Then it’s Old Dutch you want! Check it on 


Send for this Beautiful Wm. A. Rogers 
Silver Plated Bonbon or Bridge Table Dish 


MADE BY ONEIDA, LTD. 


Imagine the sparkle this dainty silver dish, with its lovely, “lacy,’ 
pierced border, will lend to your table. Picture it heaped with bon- 
bons, crystallized fruits, radish roses, olives, nuts, or a mold of rich, 
red jelly! Dozens of different uses make this the perfect bridge 
prize or holiday gift. Don’t wait. Offer expires October 31, 1937 ; 


good in Canada and the United States. 
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eanser 


(MADE IN CANADA) 


every one of the 8 important cleaning points listed above, 
and you'll find it meets every requirement completely. 

No wonder Old Dutch consistently maintains its place 
as the world’s largest selling cleanser. Save time and steps. 
Buy 4 cans at a time... one each for kitchen, bathroom, 
laundry and garage. 


COPE O HEHEHE HEHE EEE EOE EEEEOEE EEE EE EEE EEEE EEE EE EH EEE SHEE Eee 


You may order as many Bonbon Dishes as you like. 
Send 50¢ and 3 Old Dutch labels for each one wanted. 
This offer good only in Canada and the United States 
and expires October 31, 1937. 
tenes 
OLD DUTCH CLEANSER 

Dept. F60, 64 Macaulay Ave., Toronto, Can. 


eeeeeeees 





SOHO SHOHSO ESET EH ee OeSEOEEE SESE SESESESS 


I am enclosing _¢ and Old Dutch labels, 
’ for which please send me _ “Wm. A. Rogers Bonbon 
Diehes.”’ 
EE : 
Address_ : 
City. a : 


POCO O eee Heer e eee eee COC OH SOTO O ODE Ee eseresereseEeeeeeseeeeeS 
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